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They  keep  tasting  better 
and  better  to  met 


NO  matter  how  many  you  smoke! 
It's  a  fact.  The  last  Chesterfield  of  the 
day  is  just  as  mild  and  sweet— as  cool  and 
comfortable  — as  the  first.  Every  Chest- 
erfield is  like  every  other  Chesterfield! 

The  tobaccos  themselves  give  the 
answer.  Only  mild,  ripe,  sweet  tobaccos 
—the  smoothest  and  ripest  grown  — go 
into  Chesterfield. 

And  the  paper— notice  how  fine  and 
white  it  is.  It's  the  purest  that  money 
can  buy  !    Burns  without  taste  or  odor. 

All  this  care  —  to  make  Chesterfields 
taste  better  and  milder.  And  they  do! 
The  millions  of  Chesterfield  smokers- 
men  and  women  both  —  say  it  in  their 
own  way:    "They  Satisfy!" 
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Arch:   "I've  named  my  car    The 
Spirit  of  Flaming  Youth!'  ' 

Duke:  "How  come?" 

Arch:      "She's     always     getting 
hot." 

Vandetbilt  "Masquerader." 


Irate  guest  phones  down:    "Say, 
night  clerk!" 

Clerk      (snippy)  :     "What's     on 
your  mind  now?" 

Guest:    "Mind,    hell,    they're   all 
over  the  bed. 

Chicago  "Phoenix." 


Cop  (to  West  Point  grad  parked 
on  a  lonely  road  with  the  girl 
friend)  :  "Hey,  what  you  doin' 
parked  with  your  lights  off?" 

W.  P.  Grad:  "Why — er — we 
just  heard  taps  over  the  radio." 

Vanderbilt  "Masquerader." 

Angry  Wife:  "Very  well,  now  I 
have  Frigidaire — sec  what  you  can 
do  about  a  mechanical  stenog- 
rapher." 

Rice  "Owl." 


Taxi  Driver:  My,  what  a  clutch! 
Voice  from  the  rear:    Hey,   keep 
your  eye  on  the  wheel! 

Southern  Calif.  "Wampus." 

"Hello,   is  this  Scotland  Yard?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  I  wonder  if  my  children 
could  come  over  and  play.  I  hate 
for  them  to  play  in  the  street. 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


Professor:  "A  collision  is  when 
two  things  come  together  unexpect- 
edly. Now,  can  anyone  give  me  an 
example  of  a  collision?" 

Bright  Student:   "Twins." 

Iowa  "Green  Gander." 


JACK:  Say  Paul,  where  did  you  get  that  beau- 
tiful Gardenia  Corsage  you  sent  Norma  Satur- 
day night? 

PAUL:  Don't  tell  me  you  haven't  heard  of 
JOHN  WEILAND.  THE  STUDENT'S 
FLORIST  on  Sherman  Ave.,  just  north  of 
Fountain  Square!  Why  they're  the  leading 
Florists  on  the  North  Shore. 
JACK:  How  much  did  it  cost,  if  I  may  ask? 
PAUL:  Sure,  very  reasonable — only  two  dol- 
lars and  fifty  cents,  and  they  wrap  them  in 
cellophane   to   insure   freshness   and   beauty. 

John  Wetland 

16114  SHERMAN  AVE. 
Uni.  0502 


Perfect 

Facilities 

For  Entertaining 


The  Georgian  provides  each 
hostess  with  the  services  for 
the  perfect  arrangements  most 
appropriate  to  her  plans,  the 
handling  of  her  entertainment, 
large  or  small. 

All  Wedding  Parties-even  the 
Wedding  itself  and  the  Recep- 
tion following  are  held  here 
with  the  exceptional  success 
that  is  perfection. 

Full  Dining,  Catering,  and 
Banquet  Services  available  in 
spaciousness  with  Complete 
privacy. 


An  Address  of  Distinction 


Davis  at  Hinman 

Evanston 


A.   E.   DEGERMAN 
Manager 

Telephone  GREENLEAF  4100 


ONE 


PURPLE 


LIMEHOUSE 


PARROT 


HOWARD  ST.,  EAST  OF  "L" 

Drop  into  the  Limehouse  when 
you  are  seeking  a  better  place 
to  dine  and  dance.  Enjoy  the 
marvelous  cuisine,  the  inspiring 
music  and  the  personalized 
service.  You  will  find  the  Lime- 
house  a  distinctly  different 
restaurant,  especially  for  North- 
western Students  to  take  their 
dates. 


College  Night  Every  Friday 

♦ 

Special    entertainments, 

souvenirs    and    favors 

every  Saturday. 

No   Cover  Charge 

Minimum  Service  75c 
Saturday  nights  $1.00 


Make  New  Year's  Eve 
Reservations  Now 


=        1715  Sherman  Ave. 


STUDENTS 
RECEIVE  CASH 

Discounts  on 
All  Purchases 
and  Repairing 

At   the 

Biggest    Little    Jewelry 

Store    in    Evanston 

E.  A.  LINDAHL 

525  Davis  St. 
Open    Evenings 


THREE  LITTLE  WORDS 
But  why  not? 
Buy  me  that. 
I  said  no. 
I  wanna  eat. 
Kiss  me  again. 
No  parking  here. 

Southern  Calif.  "\Vampui>." 

Ditty:   "My  friend  is  an  Indian 
girl." 

Duty:   "How  do  you  know?" 
Ditty:    "Well,    she    has    reserva- 
tions when  it  comes  to  kissing." 

Arizona  "Kitty-Kat." 


|  RADIO  and  SERVICE  § 

=  In  order  to  introduce  ourselves  ^ 

=  to  the  newcomers  at  N.  U.  we  gl 

I  offer    for    a    short    time     10%  |§ 

=  discount.  ^ 

Hijxtixgto^vs  3 


Uni.   1500-8400      = 


A  negro  went  over  to  the  hospital 
and  asked  how  his  friend  was  get- 
ting along. 

He's  getting  along  fine,"  said  the 
nurse,  "He's  convalescing  now." 

"Yassum,  I'll  wait  til  he  gets 
through." 

Princeton  "Tiger." 


She:  "Who's  that  funny  look- 
ing fellow  over  there?" 

He:  "That's  the  'handsome  half- 
back' you  were  raving  about  all 
afternoon." 

Notre  Dame  "Juggler." 

James:  "You're  just  in  time  to 
settle  an  argument.  Jim.  What  is 
the  proper  dress  for  a  man  who  fol- 
lows the  horses?" 

Jim:  "A  white  uniform,  isn't 
it?" 

Rice  "Owl." 


Prof.:  "Can  you  give  me  an  ex- 
ample of  a  commercial  appliance 
used  in  ancient  times?" 

Stude:  "Yes.  sir,  the  loose-leaf 
system,  used  in  the  Garden  of 
Eden." 

Anapolis  "Log." 


"Alas,  alack,  Hector,  I'm  engaged 
lo  a  girl  with  a  wooden  leg!" 

"Tsk,  tsk.  Egbert,  and  have  you 
tried  to  break  it  off?" 

Boston  "Beanpot." 


-^c-     ■    ■»— 


From  a  post  card  sent  by  a  world- 
touring  father  to  his  son  in  college: 
Dear  Son: 

This  is  the  cliff  from  which  the 
Spartans  used  to  throw  their  de- 
fective children.  Wish  you  were  here. 

Love, 

Dad. 
Oklahoma  "Whirlwind." 
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He:   "A  nice  girl  shouldn't  hold 
a  young  man's  hand." 

She:  "A  nice  girl  has  to." 
Dartmouth    "Jack-o-Lantern." 


Let  this  love  forbid 
Lest  you  be  done 
Like   I've  been   did. 
Randolph  Macon  "Old  Maid. 


"Her  body  speaks  for  itself." 
"Sort  of  a  figure  of  speech." 

Penn.  State  "Froth. 


Collegian:    "Say,   bo,   let's  go  to 
the  picnic." 

Coed:     "Won't     you     take     me, 
too?" 

Collegian:    "All  right,   with  cer- 
tain provisions." 

"Witt." 


Would    you    like    to    sit    on    my 
right  hand  during  dinner?" 

"My  God,  not  with  that  big  ring 
on  your  finger." 

Princeton  "Tiger." 

"What   made   the  English  Prof, 
blush  so?" 

"He    told    Mary    she    had    poor 
form." 

"Well." 

"She  showed  him  where  he  was 
wrong." 

"Orange  Peel." 


"Look!  Our  team  is  on  the  ten- 
yard  line!" 

"That's   nothing.   Their  team  is 
too." 

Washington   "Columns." 


"And  does  the  nice  little  cow  give 
milk?" 

"Well,    not    exactly:    you    gotta 
sorta  take  it  away  from  her." 

Anapolis  "Log." 


Patient:  "I'm  in  love  with  you 
and  I  don't  want  to  get  well." 

Nurse:  "Never  fear.  The  doctor 
is  in  love  with  me,  too,  and  he  saw 
you  kiss  me  this  morning." 

Dartmouth  "Jack-o-Lantern." 


WHY  BRING  THAT  UP? 
Little  Willie,  rough  as  hell, 
Pushed  his  sister  down  a  well. 

And      their      mother,      drawing 


water, 
Said,    "Gee, 
daughter.' 


it's   hard   to   raise   a 


Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


Why  SHOULD 
Anybody  Read 
Advertising 
in  the  Parrot? 

It  gives  you  so  many  other  inter- 
esting things  to  read!  But  just 
in  case  you're  likely  to  be  thrilled 
at  the  prospect  of  owning  a  type- 
writer, we'll  remind  you  that  there 
are  still  a  few  of  those  good 
Coronas  at  $17.50.  Not  new,  of 
course,  but  in  excellent,  usable 
condition  to  give  you  plenty  of 
service. 

And  this  being  December,  you 
might  be  concerned  about  ice- 
skates.  It's  really  economical  to 
get  good  ones  —  and  we  sell 
Spalding's. 

There.  If  you've  read  that  far,  you 
might  as  well  read  down  another 
line  or  two  and  get  our  very  best 
Christmas  wishes. 


Chandler's 

Incorporated 

630  Davis  Street 
Evanston 
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LET 


POLLY 


DO      YOUR       SHOPPING 


Shop  here  and 

Yoer  Co^op  Membership 


WATCHES  JEWELRY 

REPAIRING 

Lee  Nelson 

1626  Orrington  Ave. 
University  0461 


Say  fellows — if  you  didn't  see  the  "Dad's 

Day"  race  you  missed  a  lot.     Anyhow 

— come  up  to  my  printing  shop  and 

see     the     cup     your     committee 

awarded    for    first    place.     I'M 

LAME  YET:  but  it  is  worth  it. 

E.  L.  Kappelmax 

PRINTER  TO  THE  PURPLE 
806  Post  Office  Place  Telephone  Uni.  0733 
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"Why  did  you  quit  your  job?" 
"The   boss   was   so   bowlegged   I 
fell  through  his  lap." 

"Longhorn." 


"Boy,  I  had  a  slick  time  at  the 
dance.  My  date  was  plenty  smooth, 
the  floor  was  slippery,  and  I  was 
well  oiled." 

Wisconsin  "Octopus." 


Faculty  Advisor:  "Well,  young 
man,  which  do  you  prefer,  Psychol- 
ogy, Philosophy,  Problems  of  De- 
mocracy, Economics,  Survey,  His- 
tory, Ethics,  Religion  or  Geology?" 
Student:  "I'm  a  football  player." 
Advisor:  "Oh,  pardon  me,  sir. 
1  didn't  know  you  were  a  university 
employee." 

"Pitt  Panther." 


Mother:  "Daughter  of  mine,  you 
were  terribly  late  last  evening  in  re- 
turning home.  I  can't  help  it  if  I'm 
so  old  fashioned,  but  I  would  like 
to  know  where  you  go." 

Daughter:  "Quite  right,  mother 
— you  know,  Freddie  and  I  took  a 
spin  in  the  old  bus  to  some  cheap 
dump  a  few  miles  out,  and  we 
ginned  there  for  an  hour.  Things 
got  tiresome  so  we  breezed  out  to 
Groggy  Goose  and  likkered  some 
more.  After  dancing  a  few  numbers, 
we  started  for  home,  but  wound  up 
in  a  ditch  some  i  2  miles  from  here 
and  had  to  stick  there  for  some  three 
hours.  That's  O.  K.  isn't  it,  mummy 
dear?" 

Mother:  "Of  course,  darling,  it's 
only  that  I  want  to  know." 

Colby  "White  Mule." 

The  football  star  whose  special- 
ly was  kicking  for  the  extra  point, 
became  a  bootlegger  when  he  grad- 
uated; now  he  kicks  for  the  extra 
pint. 

Pennsylvania   "Punch   Bowl." 


SLOW  DOWN— CURVES 
Hubby — I     accidentally     caught 
sight  of  the  maid  in   her  pajamas. 
Dear,    she's   got   almost   as   good    a 
figure  as  you  have. 

Wife — So  the  chauffeur  says. 

"Green  Griffin." 


Sign  on  Philadelphia  factory: 
"Wanted  —  Operator.  Experiences 
ir;  silk  dress." 

Dartmouth  "Jack-o-Lantern." 


ONLY 

Science 

Knowledge 

Integrity 


Can  keep  and  guard  your  eyesight  .  .  .  and  these 
are  not  to  be  had  at  bargain  sales. 

Aimer   Coe   glasses   always   are    "precision    made" 
by  artisans  .  .  .  and  always  are  rightly  priced. 

See  the  newer  styles  .  .  .  becoming  and  comfort- 
able .  .  .  with  or  without  rims. 

Countless  styles  $7.00  and  up,  according  to  frame 
choice  and  eye  requirements. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 


PRESCRIPTION 
OPTICIANS 


PRECISION    MADE 

G  LASS  E  S 


1645  ORRINGTON  AVE.— EVANSTON 
105  N.  WABASH       18  S.  LA  SALLE      78  E.  JACKSON  BLVD. 


Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  always  a  satisfaction 

Because    you    serve    yourself — 
leisurely  or  hastily,  as  you  wish. 

Because  you  can  he  sure  of  a  wide 
selection    of    really    good    food. 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 
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■   Good  Food— 


Properly  served— and  a 

delightful  atmosphere 

in  which  to 

enjoy  it 

♦ 

French  Table  d'Hote 

or 
Main  Dining  Room 

Luncheon  —  Tea  —  Dinner 

ORRINGTON 
HOTEL 


Smart  Appearance 

demands 

Smart  (glasses 


Free 
Examination 


And  smart  glasses,  cor- 
rect glasses  for  every 
occasion  may  be  had 
at  Olsen  &  Ebann, 
where  more  and  more 
students  are  coming  for 
the  attractive  youthful 
glasses  you  see  on  the 
campus  daily. 


Over 
50  Styles 


OPEN  A  CONVENIENT  CHARGE  ACCOUNT 


Over   KYW 
"Betty    The 
Shopper" 
and  Correct 
Time   Daily 


jOlsen 


Ebannl 

JEWELERS  &  OPTICIANS 
614  DAVIS  ST. 


Visit    our 

Optical 

Department 
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A  team  that  fought  with  all  its  heart 

That  gave  its  all  right  from  the  start 

A  gang  of  which  N.  LL  is  proud 

The  proven  leaders  of  all  the  crowd 


To 

The 

Team 
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OPINIONATED 


MEDITATION 


Charity,  Sweet  Charity 

There  is  only  one  outfit  which  apparently  is  not 
realizing  the  benefits  of  the  new  United  States'  charity 
system,  and  that  is  the  body  of  college  students.  Charity 
is  becoming  known  as  an  American  institution  the 
world  over.  We  now  have  charity  balls,  charity  per- 
formances, charity  wrestling  matches,  charity  drives,  and 
charity  football  games.  The  only  thing  that  is  lack- 
ing is  a  charity  climate. 

The  football  team  played  a  regulation,  undefeated 
season,  and  then  were  forced  to  drag  worn-out  muscles 

EIGHT 


out  onto  the  field  to  share  a  championship  cup  for  sweet 
charity's  sake.  Charity  begins  at  home  along  with  jus- 
tice and  reason.  Charity  tempered  with  reason  is  a 
good  thing,  but  charity  without  reason  is  charity  with- 
out justice,  and  charity  without  justice  is  no  charity 
at  all. 

We  commend  the  team  as  a  bunch  of  real  football 
players  with  the  kind  of  hearts  that  spell  Victory  in 
any  language;  but  even  more  we  admire  and  honor 
them  for  the  sportsmanlike  manner  in  which  they  ac- 
cepted, what  we  consider,  an  unfair  and  unmerited  shar- 
ing of  an  already-won  championship  cup. 


PURPLE  /?>\  PARROT 


KtmousFWiires 


MTH!TOQ\IEF,WHQ5E  LATEST  INVENTION 
Of  THE  RPPIEA/ENOING  WBNE  PUT  THDUWDS 
OF  THE  UNEMPLOYED  OUT  Of  WORK . 
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FOR  A  GOOD  GIRL 


Leo  would  surely  call  her  before 
7:00.  It  had  been  in  the  paper  that 
she  was  coming  home  for  Christ- 
mas. 

Virginia  juggled  china  recklessly. 
It  was  fun  to  wash  mother's  dishes 
again — the  blue  willow  platters,  the 
fragile  dinner  service,  the  green 
salad  plates,    the  small   coffee  cups. 

Here  was  the  cup  from  which 
she  always  drank  her  own  coffee. 
Gold  letters  ran  around  it  to  form 
the  motto  "For  a  Good  Girl."  Miss 
Farwell  had  given  the  cup  as  a  re- 
ward to  Virginia  ten  Christmases 
ago.  when  she  was  eight.  Miss  Far- 
well's  years  and  virginity  branded 
her  an  old  maid,  but  she  bought 
more  Christmas  gifts  than  the  fond- 
est mother  in  Lewistown.  This 
chalice,  a  reward  for  virtue,  was  al- 
so a  challenge,  since  its  card  finished 
the  inscription.  "For  a  Good  Girl — 
as  long  as  she  merits  it." 

Virginia  looked  from  the  cup  to 
the  Dutch  kitchen  clock.  Seven- 
fifteen  already — and  Leo  hadn't 
phoned  yet.  She  laughed  at  her  own 
impatience.  But  she  hadn't  seen 
him    since    Thanksgiving    vacation. 

Ah,  there  was  the  telephone. 
That  would  be  Leo. 

"Hello." 

She  put  all  her  new  sweetness  as 
an  Alpha  Alpha  Alpha  pledge  into 
the  banality. 

"Hello,  darling,"  pleaded  the 
wrong  masculine  voice.  "How  about 
going   out   to   Fernwood    tonight?" 

Chuck  -  -  whom  she  called  the 
Giraffe  because  of  his  necking  pro- 
clivities. 

"Thanks,  Chuck,  but  I'm  afraid 
I  can't.     I  have  a  date." 

After  fourteen  negative  minutes, 
Charles  gained  the  impression  that 
his  rating  was  lower  than  a  half- 
back's   English    grade,    and    yielded 


the  poolroom  telephone  to  another 
chevalier.  Virginia  went  back  to 
finish  drying  the  cup. 

She  shuddered  with  distaste  as 
she  thought  of  Fernwood  and  the 
amorous  Chuck.  After  all,  she 
thought,  the  cup  was  right — good 
girls  got  all  the  breaks.  There  was 
Thanksgiving.  Leo  had  offered  her 
a  cigarette,  and  had  been  obviously 
pleased  at  her  refusal.  When  she 
declined  to  drink  his  rotten  gin,  he 
became  violently  interested.  And 
when  she  pleasantly  rejected  his 
kisses,  he  was  convinced  that  he 
loved  her,  and  that  the  supreme 
pleasure  in  life  would  be  making 
fires  in  her  fireplace. 

She  had  a  lovely  Christmas  gift 
for  Leo.  It  had  been  too  expensive, 
of   course,    but   buying   presents   for 


1st    Phi    Kap:    "She's    sorta    built,    Isn't 

she?" 
2nd    Drunk:    "Well,    she    ought   to    be, 

her  father's  a   building   contractor." 


the  one  you  love — it  sang  into  cook- 
ing breakfast  for  the  one  I  love. 

The  telephone  shrilled  again.  Leo 
— at  last. 

"Hold  the  wire,  please.  Chicago 
calling." 

In  a  few  minutes  a  cool,  sophis- 
ticated baritone  crooned,  "Hello, 
honey.  How's  my  little  girl  to- 
night?" 

Ugh — Benny,  with  his  eternal 
proposition.  She  hadn't  even  dated 
him  since  Thanksgiving,  when  Leo 
taught  her  the  difference  between 
men  and — But  she  must  be  tactful. 
In  a  low-modulated  voice  she  an- 
swered, "This  is  Virginia's  mother. 
Virginia  is  out  this  evening.  May 
I  tell  her  who  called?" 

That  was  easy — but  why  didn't 
Leo  call?  It  was  after  8:00  now. 
Snow  was  beginning  to  blow 
against  the  windows.  Mechanically 
she  thought  that  it  would  be  a 
white  Christmas.  She  didn't  care 
what  color  Christmas  was.  as  long 
as  she  had  Leo. 

The  doorbell.  Maybe — but  it 
was  Edna. 

"Please,  dearest,  be  an  angel  and 
come  with  me  on  a  double.  Jimmy's 
roommate    from    Princeton's    here." 

It  was  becoming  easy  for  Virginia 
to  say  no. 

"I'm  awfully  sorry.  Edna,  but 
really  I  can't.  I  swore  off  blind 
dates  a  month  ago.  And  besides, 
Leo's  coming   over   tonight." 

Edna's  scarcely  concealed  surprise 
annoyed  her.  Of  course,  he  hadn't 
celled  yet,  but  he  would  be  over.  He 
probably  had  to  work  late. 

"Tell  you  what,  Ginnie.  We'll 
come  back  at'"  9:00.  and  if  Leo 
doesn't  come  around  by  then,  you'll 
gc   out  with  us.     Please?" 

Virginia  finally  agreed.  She 
would  hear  from  Leo  before  9:00, 
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and  this  was  an  easy  way  to  get  rid 
of  Edna. 


"Oke,    darling. 
9:00." 


Come    back    at 


To  the  radio's  accompaniment  of 
love  songs,  Virginia  dreamed  of  that 
perfect  Thanksgiving.  Leo  had 
sworn  he  would  love  her  forever. 
How  had  he  whispered  it — "Till 
the  burning  sands  of  the  Sahara 
cool  to  clear  ice."  She  was  his 
heroine,  his  goddess,  an  angel  on  a 
marble  pedestal.  (Pedestals  were  a 
bit  lonely,  Virginia  privately 
thought. )  How  brave  she  was, 
working  her  way  through  school, 
and  resisting  every  temptation  to 
gold-dig.  He  loved  her  so  much, 
he  had  said.  Maybe  she'd  better 
dress  for  her  date. 

Virginia  put  on  her  pale  blue  vel- 
vet. Leo  preferred  blue.  No  rouge, 
no  lipstick — Leo  hated  makeup.  Her 
hair  was  long  enough  now  to  make 
a  demure  knot,  and  was  kept  in 
soft  waves  instead  of  the  old  curls. 
She  stopped  to  powder  her  nose, 
very  slightly,  before  answering  the 
doorbell. 

Damn;  it  was  Edna  again.  Or 
rather,  Gracious;  Leo  didn't  care  for 
girls  who  swore. 

"I'm  bringing  them  in,  little  one. 
It's  after  nine,  and  you're  going  to 
step  out  on  Leo.  Jimmie,  bring 
Bill  and  c'mon  in." 

Bill  was  handsome,  if  rather 
undergraduate  in  his  management  of 
his  liquor.  In  spite  of  Virginia's 
protests,  the  party  went  direct  to 
Fernwood. 

She  had  forgotten  how  much  fun 
Fernwood  was.  Dancing  with  Bill, 
she  relaxed  to  the  spell  of  the  music, 
closed  her  eyes,  and  dreamed  on 
Bill's  shoulder — of  Leo.  A  break 
in  the  music,  applause  for  an  en- 
core, a  couple  beside  them  —  Leo. 
Leo,  with  a  redhead  in  green — 
Helen  Blackmore,  whose  normal 
temperature  made  the  famous  Bow 
seem  an  icicle. 

His  confusion.  Her  own  arm- 
ored smile.  Helen's  exultation. 
Edna's  later  "Oh.  didn't  you  know? 


Yes,      steady,       for      about       three 
weeks    ..." 

Virginia  returned  to  school  the 
day  after  Christmas.  Vacation 
wasn't  over  yet,  but  she  had  things 
to  do.  She  telephoned  Benny's  Chi- 
cago office  at  once. 

"Hello.  Benny?  Ginnie  Yes.  . 
This  weekend      O.   K.?      All   right 

Bring    some    good    liquor      Re- 
member,   you    said    five    hundred 
No,  before.    I'll    be    seeing    you 
That  noise?      Oh,   nothing — I  just 
broke  an  old  cup." 


Frosh:  Why  do  you  run  around 
with  that  widow? 

Soph:  Well,  my  father  told  me 
to  deal  with  old.  established  firms. 


"Look!  Isn't  that  an  Indian 
woman  going  down  the  street  with 
a  papoose  on  her  back." 

"No,  the  wind  blew  an  Austin 
against  her  back,  and  the  driver 
can't  unhook  it  from  her  dress." 


Polly  Poodle:  My,  but  you  have 
a  lot  of  puppies. 

Lucy  Terrier  ( with  a  past)  :  Oh. 
yes — er — they're  just  my  bundle  of 
love  litters' 


SHORT,  SHORT,  POEM 
Lads    and    lasses 
Cutting   classes, 
Forward  passes 
Cheering    masses. 
Football    season! 


Imagine  the  embarrassment  of 
the  young  duckling  when  he  dis- 
covered   that    his    first    pants    were 

down. 


Mamie  from  Cicero:  Do  you 
know  why  the  Army  won't  play 
Sing  Sing? 

Second  Coed:  No,  why? 

Mamie:  They're  afraid  the  pen 
might  prove  mightier  than  the 
sword. 


"May   I  kiss   you  good   night?" 
"After   the  evening,    I   shouldn't 

think  you'd  be  so  modest  as  to  ask 

that." 


FOOTBALL  TERMS  AS 
INTERPRETED  BY  A  CO-ED 

Delayed  Buck — a  dollar  that  some 

guys  hate  to  part  with. 
Huddle — a     place     where     football 

players  tell  dirty  jokes. 
Diamond  Defense — when  a  married 

man    tries   to   stall    his    wife   off 

after  a  night  of  whoopee. 
Kneeing — a   mild   form   of  petting. 
Touch    back — the    beginning    of    a 

rough  party. 
Time  out — when  the  folks  come  in. 
Shift  play — trying  to  find  a  better 

position. 
Out    of    bounds — when    a    young 

man  forgets  himself. 
Neutral  zone — space  untouched  by 

human  hands. 
False   start — any    movement    while 

unprepared. 
Runner — things    in    silk    stockings 

that  give  a  girl  a  chance  to  cuss. 
Snapper   back — a    guy    that    won't 

let  a  dame  have  the  last  word. 


He  crossed  the  goal  mid  shouts  and 
cheers. 

His  face  alight  with  joy. 
7  he  hero  of  the  game?  Well,  no      . 

He  was  the  water-boy! 


They  were  alone  at  last,  and  he 
called  her  to  him,  but  she  timidly 
hung  back.  Then  he  went  to  her 
and  led  her  to  the  place  he  had  pre- 
pared, while  she  coyly  resisted  his 
caresses.  Finally  she  could  contain 
herself  no  longer  and  shyly  nudged 
him  with  her  dainty  foot. 

"Damn  you  cow,"  he  said,  "if 
you  turn  over  this  milk  I'll  kill 
you." 


Boy,  oh  boy,  was  that  crowd 
down  at  the  burlesque  show  mad? 
They  kept  yelling,  "Ire!  Ire!" 


Coach:  "You  players  are  drinkin' 
something  awful." 

Captain:  "Yeah,  I  know  it.  For 
Gawd's  sake  tell  us  where  we  can 
get  some any  better." 


"What's  a  hug?" 
"Energy  gone  to  waist." 


ELEVEN 


PURPLE: 


PARROT 


TWIN  BEDS  JOKE   9,999 

"Bill  thinks  he'll  divorce  his 
wife,   now  they're  separated." 

"Permanently?" 

"No,  nightly.  Two  feet  is  two 
feet,  you  know." 

m    i     ■ 

"Gwen,  dearest,  there's  some- 
thing about  you  that  I  adore." 

"Then  remove  your  arms,  and 
you'll  have  it  all  to  yourself!" 

m     i    ■ 

Since  that  charity  game,  we've 
had  to  discard  the  Helen  Kane  at- 
titude— you  know,  Poo-poo-Pur- 
due. 


Goodness  no's. 


The  Kappa:  "Now,  if  I  give  you  a 
nickel,  my  good  man,  what  will  you 
do  with  it?" 

The  Beta:  "Well,  lady,  first  I'll  buy  a 
new  suit,  get  a  good  meal,  a  share 
and  a  haircut,  and  then  I'll  buy  a 
chair  with  what's  left." 

Magician  (after  sawing  woman 
in  half)  :  "Come,  come,  pull  your- 
self together." 

"What  kind  of  a  fellow  is  he, 
anyway?" 

"Oh,  he's  the  kind  that  calls  a 
spade  a  spade,  even  though  he 
knows  it's  nothing  but  a  damn 
shovel." 


"Where'ja  get  the  black  eye?" 
"Oh,    that's   just   another   proof 
that   the  hand  is  quicker  than  the 

eye." 


Technical  definition  of  a  dough- 
nut— A  cookie  with  sex  appeal. 

TWELVE 


An  Apple  a  Day,  Keeps  the  Boy  Friend  Away 


We  hear  that  a  certain  freshman 
at  Willard  was  sitting  on  her  bed 
smoking  when  in  walks  the  chap- 
erone,  without  knocking.  "What!" 
she  said.  "You  don't  mean  to  tell 
me  you're  smoking  in  here?" 

"Why  no,"  said  our  freshman, 
flicking  the  ashes.  "I'm  just  hold- 
ing this  for  a  fellow." 


BUT  THEY  CAN  TELL 
The  ant  is  such  a  little  thing. 
We  cannot  tell  the  "him"   from 
"her," 
I  cannot  keep  from  wondering 
Why  accidents  do  not  occur. 
L.  W. 


Wish  I  knew  a  good  neck. 

Well,  let's  go  down  to  Lincoln 
Park  and  I'll  introduce  you  to  the 
giraffe. 


Mama,  is  there  a  Santa  Claus? 
No,  dear,  it's  really  your  father. 
Mama,  is  there  a  stork? 


There's  seldom  a  slip  'twixt  the 
dress  and  the  hip. 


The  Depression  Flunk  Line 
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Twentieth   Century  Sugar  Daddy 


Dear  St.  Nick: 

Being  a  great  lover  of  flowers,  I 
would  love  to  have  you  leave  a 
couple  of  pansies  in  my  stocking. 

Till  I  see  you. 

A  Certain  English  Prof. 


My  Dear  Mr.  St.  Nicholas: 

In  regard  to  your  proposition  of 
the  25th,  we  would  like  to  have 
you  leave  copies  of  "The  Evils  of 
Smoking"  by  Howit  Burns  at  the 
houses  on  the  Quad.  Furthermore, 
make  your  stay  a  short  one. 
Till  Tobaccos, 

The  Quadrangle  Committee. 


Dear  Santa: 

Make  our  order  this  year  just  a 
set  of  bullet-proof  and  mud-proof 
windows. 

Till  girls  walk. 

Lambda   Chi  Boys. 


Dear   Brother  Chris: 

Please  send  us  a  few  books  on 
the  "Corkscrews  of  Politics"  by 
Dewey  Runthings. 

Till  the  Old  Line  hangs. 

The  Old  Line  Party. 


Dear  Santa:  We  would  like  the 
book,  "Getting  Votes"  by  Hugh 
Gothe  Promise.  Perhaps  this  will 
show  us  how  to  get  a  few  offices. 
As  ever, 

The   Student   Party 


Dear  Santy: 

Be    kind    to    us   and    don't    give 
Zinder  any  more  brilliant  ideas. 

May  he  reign  forever. 

Auto  Drivers. 


Dear  Nickey: 

Please  send  me  a  list  of  the  tab- 
loid editors  in  Chicago  and  also  a 
sledge  hammer. 

Beware  of  women. 

Ken    Meenan. 


Kris  Kringle: 

Can  you  tell  me  what  an  Art 
Editor  on  the  Daily  does  besides 
being  a  close  friend  of  the  editor? 

Oh  for  the  South  Seas. 

Will  U.  Tell. 


Chris  Old  Boy: 

I  want  a  book  on  the  Hawaian 
Dances  'cause  Hanley  says  that  I've 
got  to  learn  how  to  weave  my 
hips. 

Regards  to  all  the  little  ones. 

Pug   Rentner. 


Dear  Mr.  St.  Nick: 

How  about  sending  me  a  few 
more  riots  so  I  can  do  something 
during  my  banking  hours? 

Yours  for  more  Hobos. 

Jimmy   A. 


Dear  Christy: 

Make  my  order  a  gross  of  "Gor- 
dons" best.  Somebody  has  got  to 
have  some   "spirit"   up  here. 

Yours  for  better  sexes  and  comps. 
Johnny  Northway. 


Dear  Santa  Claus: 

Our  wish  this  year  is  to  have 
every  copy  of  the  "Obscene  Virgin" 
burned  and  that  every  boy  receive  a 
copy  of  "What  It  Means  to  Be  a 
Mother"  by  Watta  Neight. 

Till  buck  shots. 

Y.  M.  C.  A. 

m  •   * 

POLITICS? 

Mary — Are  you  in  favor  of  a 
Liberal   Party? 

Marion — Well,  that's  the  only 
kind  I  ever  date. 


Sunday  School  Teacher  —  And 
now,  children,  why  did  Noah  take 
two  of  each  kind  of  animals  into 
the  ark? 

Bright  Student  —  Because  he 
didn't  believe  the  story  about  the 
stork. 


Virgil:    "Has   that   girl    lost   her 
dress,  or  am  I  seeing  things?" 
Varsity:   "Both." 


Flapper:  "I'd  like  to  have  my 
tooth   extracted,   please." 

Dentist:  "I'm  sorry,  young  lady, 
but  I'm  out  of  gas." 

She  walked  five  miles  home. 


This  Is  Not  a  "Bored"  Walk 

O.  N.  REFLECTION 
Girls  who  are  "yes-sirs" 
Find  lots  of  investors. 
Girls  who  say  "no-sir" 
Get  old  and  moroser. 
Girls  who  were  painted 
Seldom  are  sainted, 
But    those    who   be-whiskered 

grew 
Never  got   whispered   to. 

L.  W. 


A  little  kissing 

On  moonlight  rides 
Is  why  we  have 

The  blushing  brides. 
A  little  petting 

Just  now  and   then 
Is  why  we  have 

The  married  men! 

»    m    m 

Usher  at  Football  Game — Can 
you  see  the  game  from  your  seat, 
sir? 

Patron — Hell,  no.  Where  do  you 
think  my  eyes  are? 


Stewd — Say,  All,  is  that  camel's 
hair  brush? 

All — Yeah!  That's  what  it  is. 

Beta — Hell,  the  camel  must  be 
almost  bald. 
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"Passionate  Passion" 

(Hollywood's  Latest  Super-Epic) 


As  Described  in  the  Script. 

Myra  Murgatroyd  crept  slowly- 
over  to  the  richly  upholstered  divan 
that  nestled  cozily  in  the  corner  of 
her  sumptuous  apartment.  Seating 
herself  in  the  midst  of  a  number  of 
soft  cushions,  she  raised  her  eyes  to 
look  up  at  the  trembling  face  and 
agitated  features  of  Lionel  Throck- 
morton who  had  silently  followed 
her  across  the  room.  In  his  eyes 
was  an  intense  expression,  full  of 
meaning.  Neither  broke  the  heavy 
stillness.  In  the  background,  par- 
tially obscured  by  sombre  drapery. 
a  jade  Buddha  gazed  imperturbably 
down  at  a  small  piece  of  burning  in- 
cense in  his  lap.  from  whence  a 
thick  column  of  heavy  smoke  was 
drifting  upward  into  the  rich  Ori- 
ental  atmosphere. 

With  a  cry  that  unlocked  the  pas- 
sion in  his  heart,  Lionel  sank  to  his 
knees  at  the  edge  of  the  couch  and 
buried  his  face  in  a  cushion.  His 
hands  searched  gropingly  for  one 
of  hers.  Myra  smiled,  knowingly, 
and  with  her  other  hand  tenderly 
stroked  his  hair.  Then,  slowly 
bending  over  him.  she  softly  im- 
planted a  kiss  below  his  ear. 

"Myra,  oh  Myra!"   he  breathed. 

Despairingly,  he  turned  to  look 
at  the  lovely  vision  so  near  to  him. 
Through  misty  eyes  he  saw  a  face  of 
heavenly  sweetness,  crowned  by  hair 
of  a  texture  so  fair  that  it  might 
have  been  wafted  directly  out  of  a 
fleecy  cloud.  Clasped  around  her 
shapely  neck  was  a  single  loop  of 
pearls.  Below,  he  perceived  only  a 
gleaming  display  of  white  satin.  He 
turned  away,  as  if  he  were  un- 
worthy of  enjoying  such  a  beautiful 
sight. 

"Do  not  worry,  dear,"  she  said 
quietly.  "I  still  have  faith  in  you, 
even  though  the  whole  world 
should  turn  against  you.  You  must 

FOURTEEN 


be  strong.  Lionel,  for  my  sake." 

"Oh.  I  can't  stand  it:  I  can't, 
I   can't,   I   can't!"   he  sobbed. 

"Look  into  my  eyes,  Lionel."  she 
commanded. 

He  forced  himself  to  gaze  into  her 
calm  and  shining  orbs. 

"I  love  you,  darling."  she  whis- 
pered. 

As  It  Was  Really  Done 
Myra  Murgatroyd  slunk  wearily 
over  to  the  property  divan  that  had 
been  thrown  into  one  corner  of  a 
very  hastily  constructed  set.  Plump- 
ing down  smack  into  the  middle  of 
a  lot  of  soft  cushions,  she  raised  up 
a  sleepy  pair  of  eyes  and  squinted 
into  the  dissipated  face  and  drawn 
features  of  one  Lionel  Throckmor- 
ton (real  name.  Patrick  Cassidy) 
who  had  shuffled  across  the  room 
after  her.  In  his  eyes  was  look 
number  thirty-nine.  Neither  one 
said  anything  because  they  were  not 
supposed  to  and  besides  they  were 
afraid  of  laughing  at  the  absurdity 
of  it  all.  In  back  of  the  sofa,  set 
in  between  a  couple  of  dingy  cur- 
tains, a  dime-store  Buddha  held  a 
piece  of  ill-smelling  punk  in  his  lap. 
Beneath  him,  but  hidden  from  the 
eyes  of  the  camera,  was  a  small  bel- 
lows operated  by  a  "grip."  so  as 
to  have  all  the  smoke  blown  in  one 
direction. 

With  a  howl  that  broke  a  couple 
of  tubes  in  the  recording  apparatus. 
Lionel  fell  on  his  knees  (but  there 
was  a  pad  on  the  floor)  at  the  edge 
of  the  couch  and  buried  his  face  in 
a  pillow.  The  onion  that  had  been 
placed  under  the  fluffy  square  soon 
made  his  eyes  water.  His  hands 
searched  around  for  the  proper 
length  of  time  and  then  connected 
with  one  of  hers.  Myra  smiled,  for 
it  was  she  who  had  placed  the  on- 
ion. With  her  free  hand  she  started 
to  wipe    some    of    the    brilliantine 


from  his  hair. 

"Myra,  oh  Myra!"  he  squeaked. 
( She  was  born  with  the  moniker 
of  Sally  Powers.) 

Madder  than  blazes  at  the  trick 
she  had  played  on  him,  he  turned 
to  look  up  at  her.  Through  misty 
eyes  he  saw  a  face  that  compliment- 
ed a  certain  makeup  artist.  Crown- 
ing it  was  a  head  of  hair  that  could 
not  possibly  go  another  day  with- 
out a  henna  rinse.  Clasped  around 
her  somewhat  scrawny  neck  was  a 
strand  of  imitation  pearls.  Below, 
he  saw  a  shape  that  had  been  repro- 
duced in  scores  of  movie  magazines 
for  several  years,  but  which  was  be- 
ginning to  take  on  a  little  extra  size. 
He  turned  away  so  that  a  wry  smile 
would  not  show  in  the  picture. 

"Do  not  worry,  dear."  she  said 
quietly,  her  adenoids  appearing  in 
her  voice  only  for  the  slightest  frac- 
tion of  an  instant.  "I  still  have 
faith  in  you.  even  though  the  whole 
world  should  turn  against  you."  (It 
probably  wouldn't  turn  against  him 
as  long  as  the  ladies  liked  his  side- 
burns.) "You  must  be  strong, 
Lionel,  for  my  sake."  That  onion 
must  have  been  strong,  too.  for  he 
was  weeping  most  of  his  mascara 
off. 

"Oh.  I  can't  stand  it:  I  can't,  I 
can't.  I  can't!"  he  sobbed  in  a  cant- 
ing tone. 

"Look  into  my  eyes.  Lionel." 
she  commanded  with  commanding 
look  number  seventeen. 

He  forced  himself  to  gaze  into 
her  calm  and  shining  orbs,  one  of 
v,  hich  was  pointing  due  north  and 
the  other  west-by-south. 

"I  love  you.  darling."  she  rasped, 
in  a  voice  like  a  bee  bumping  into  a 
buzz-saw. 

'Well,  for  gossake,  gimme  a 
handkerchief,  then!"  he  yelped,  and 
spoiled  the  scene. 

— Norman  F.  Elliott 
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She  happened  to  be  the  Anatomy 
Prof's  daughter — so  what  could 
you  expect? 


She:  "Shall  we  sit  this  one  out?" 
He:   "No,    I'm  tired;   let's  dance." 

EPITAPH  ETCHINGS 
I. 
Here's  a  groan  for  Annie  Ghoul 

Who  left  this  lowly  world  of  sin, 
She  died  from  shock  to  see  the  mole 
Upon   Maurice   Chevalier's   chin. 
II. 
Sing  a  hymn  for  Gertie  Krock 
Who  passed  away  to  be  forgot- 
ten, 
Her    favorite    frock    produced     no 
shock, 
And  all  her  lingerie  was  cotton. 
III. 
Here's  a  tear  for  Andy  Green, 
Who   gargled   when   he   went   to 
bed, 
One   night  he  reached   for   listerine 
And  got  the  Lysol  jug,  instead. 

L.  W. 


Have  you  ever  been  maid-in- 
waiting? 

Oh,  yes.  ma'am  —  but  he  didn't 
keep  me  waiting  long! 


She:  Hello ? 

Voice    over    telephone:    Hello — ■ 
oh.   hello — this  is  John  Deare. 
She:  Why  you  fresh  thing! 


"How  shocking!"  cried  the  coed 
as  she  touched  the  live  wire. 


"Come.  come,  my  boy!  We 
must  make  haste!" 

"Oh.  goody,  Professor! — But 
you'll  have  to  introduce  me." 


My    woman    is    a    natural    born 
dancer. 

What  step  can  she  do? 
The  St.  Vitus  Wiggle. 


Can  she  drive  a  car? 
Well,     no — but     she     can    shift 
gears. 


She:   "How  was  Offenback  at  the  opera?" 
He:  "My  dear  lady,   I  always  sit  up  in  front." 
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As  usual  Northway  and  Ellis 
have  been  snapping  up  most  of  the 
choice  morsels,  but  somehow  or 
other  we  always  manage  to  find  a 
couple  of  things  which  they  miss. 
Your  old  Aunt  Polly  isn't  promis- 
ing you  much  this  month,  but  what 
there  is  should  be  good. 

Can  you  imagine  the  Tri  Delts 
having  their  orchestra  play  Sunday 
School  is  Over  and  We  Are  Going 
Home  at  the  end  of  their  formal? 
We're  waiting  patiently  for  the 
Alpha  Xi  Delta  formal  to  see  if  their 
band  plays  Jesus  Purge  Me  White 
as  Snow.  At  this  rate  you  never  can 
can  tell  what  may  happen. 

And  then  there's  always  that  ini- 
mitable French  who  came  dashing 
into  Vierow's  all  out  of  breath  to 
ask  if  anybody  had  seen  any  drunks 
around.  It  seems  he  was  looking  for 
some  of  his  fraternity  brothers. 

Aunt  Polly  happened  to  be  at  the 
Blackhawk  the  other  night  when 
"Pug"  Rentner  tried  to  check  his 
new  eighty-five  dollar  fur  coat. 
When  the  little  check  room  girl  told 
"Pug"  that  they  didn't  check  ladies' 
wraps  there,  poor  old  "Puggy"  just 
didn't  know  what  to  do. 

When  McCoy  asked  Bill  Crow 
about  a  speech  made  by  Charlotte 
Worth  the  class  discovered  just  what 
a  bad  old  masher  Bill  really  was. 
His  only  comment  seemed  to  be  that 
her  "eye  contact"  was  wonderful. 
Bill  you  just  oughta  make  those 
confessions  in  private. 

We  haven't  heard  very  much 
about  the  Wrangler  "hard  times" 
party  held  not  so  long  ago.  Probab- 
ly it  is  better  so.  It  seems  that  the 
girls  and  their  dates  had  to  climb  up 
to  the  fire  escape  on  a  ladder  and 
then  climb  the  fire  escape  to  the  sec- 
ond floor  where  the  entrance  was  ac- 
complished with  the  aid  of  a  red 
lantern.  That  wasn't  so  bad,  but 
somebody  turned  all  of  the  lights 
out  about  eleven-thirty,  the  only  il- 
lumination remaining  in  the  place 
being  the  candles  which  the  orches- 
tra were  using.  At  about  this  time 
it  seems  that  somebody  thoughtfully 
removed  the  ladder  from  the  bottom 
of    the    fire    escape,    and    when    one 


realizes  that  the  front  door  was  bar- 
ricaded  ?  The  girls  refuse  to 

comment  upon  it  which  means  that 
it  must  have  been  one  hell  of  a  good 
party. 

Listen,  my  children,  think  this 
over.  There  is  a  certain  Gamma  Phi 
freshman  living  at  Willard  Hall 
who  would  not  take  any  of  her 
regular  dates  to  the  formal  cause 
she  said  they  weren't  good  enough 
to  go  to  a  Gamma  Phi  formal. 

We'd  like  to  know  more  about 
the  Alpha  Phi  sister,  Phi  Beta 
Kappa,  and  senior  who  waits  pa- 
tiently from  one  to  three  hours  in 
one  of  Evanston's  popular  restaur- 
ants for  the  smooth  speech  school 
publicity  manager.  And  then  rumor 
bath  it,  or  it  is  alleged  that  he  sneaks 
in  the  back  door  and  asks  the  waiters 
if  the  "watch  dog"  is  around.  If 
the  coast  is  clear  he  comes  in,  but  if 
the  horizon  seems  a  bit  cloudy  he 
slinks  quietly  back  from  whence  he 
came.  Then  there's  the  new  Vierow- 
Roberts  privy  council  what  is  sitting 
on  a  matter  concerned  with  the  early 
history  of  Willard  Hall  way  back 
in  fifty-four  B.  P.  (before  plumb- 
ing) .  See  Leach,  vice-chairman  and 
retainer,  for  details. 

It's  too  damn  bad  that  Gleason 
doesn't  give  Fred  Herd  a  break.  The 
poor  boy  collected  pennies  at  Vie- 
row's Sunday  evening  so  as  he  could 
present  the  little  lady  with  a  bou- 
quet when  she  made  her  debut  Mon- 
day night.  She  slipped  out  on  the 
poor  boy  the  first  night,  and  after 
the  kid  spent  another  dollar  and 
miserably  sat  through  another  ama- 
teur's night,  she  up  and  avoids  him 
againfl  Ain't  cha  got  no  heart,  you 
Thetas. 

One  of  the  sisters  was  tellin'  us 
how  popular  Janet  Hill  is.  It  seems 
she  accepted  some  seven  or  eight 
dates  fo  rthe  Prom,  and  just  could- 
n't decide  which  six  or  seven  to 
brenk.  Oh.  well  Janet,  it's  just  a 
tou^h  world,  that's  all. 

We  can't  print  the  stories,  but 
why  don't  somebody  ask  Hullinger 
about  playing  gorilla  and  ask  Logan 
about  playing  rhinceros. 

It  is  alleged  that  the  Thetas  gave 
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3+ty  girls- 


McGrew  a  lengthy  and  pointed  lec- 
ture on  the  evils  of  publicity  seeking 
which  may  account  for  the  fact  that 
she  hasn't  been  around  the  publica- 
tions office  for  almost  two  weeks. 

John  Northway  lost  his  derby  at 
the  Alpha  Phi  formal,  but  that 
ain't  so  good.  You  can  lose  your 
reputation  at  a  Phi  Kap  party. 

And  while  we're  talking  about 
Denson  we  might  tell  the  world  we 
caught  him  buying  McGrew  a 
chicken  dinner  at  Cooley's  one  eve- 
ning. Careful  of  the  Thetas  Darby 
old  pal. 

We  understand  that  some  Delta 
Gamma  asked  Jim  Feld  if  Frank 
Kyser  ever  kissed  his  mother.  To 
enlighten  the  poor  little  girl,  the 
truth  of  the  matter  is  that  he  does, 
and  is  justly  proud  of  it. 

Have  you  heard  about  Betty 
Barker  wearing  her  father's  Phi  Delt 
pin  so  that  she  may  create  a  sensa- 
tion on  campus?  We  wonder  what 
Johnny  Nagel  thinks  about  this 
action! 

It  has  also  been  rumored  about 
that  James  Feld,  flashy  Fiji  pledge, 
has  committed  the  unbelievable  and 
hung  his  pledge  pin  on  a  girl  named 
Hart.  So  now  perhaps  his  "Hart" 
will  beat  faster. 

This  man  Oakland  can  think  of 
the  sweetest  things;  we  heard  he 
almost  ran  under  the  bleachers  be- 
tween the  half  of  the  S.  Cal-N.  U. 
game  to  pull  heels  off  women's 
shoes.  But  I  guess  there  were  too 
many  galoshes. 

From  what  we  can  gather  Gene 
deKeifer  is  writing  a  book  on  "How 
to  Dance  in  three  parts."  You  know 
he  and  Ruth  Baker,  the  Tri  Delt 
pledge,  won  the  contest  at  the  Beach 
(Edgewater — in  case  some  of  youse 
guys  get  us  wrong)  last  Friday 
night.  They  certainly  did  a  mighty 
fine  piece  of  work. 

And  speaking  of  Tri  Delts  did 
you  happen  to  see  Sue  Harbottle 
running  around  at  Post-prom?  She 
was  evidently  trying  to  keep  a  stiff 
upper  lip.  Anyway,  little  Susie 
looked  plenty  tender. 

If  you  want  to  get  something  on 
Janet  Hill  or  Johnny  Sullivan  just 


ask  them  why  they  didn't  come  to 
Post-prom.  Hollie  Peck  had  to  be 
confined  at  home  for  that  night  be- 
cause Hill  and  Sullivan  went  places 
and  did  things  in  his  roadster.  It 
was  heard  that  they  ran  out  of  gas 
but  the  "oil"  lasted  until  late. 

The  Monday  following  the  Prom 
brought  with  it  the  story  of  Don- 
nie  Bee  Oakland  getting  up  in  Norm 
Bradish's  class  and  asking,  "But, 
professor,  how  do  you  account  for 
the  white  elephants?"  It's  a  great 
life  if  you  don't  week  end. 

How  about  it,  Ketcham,  old  pal, 
another  little  popularity  queen  for 
N.  U.,  eh? 

Although  the  affair  has  long 
grown  stale,  we  continue  to  be  an- 
noyed by  the  honking  of  Dedouch's 
La  Salle  under  Fawcett's  window. 
Start  sending  him  telegrams, 
Dedouch. 

The  Junior  division  of  the 
House  of  David  is  at  present  com- 
posed of  "Brigham  Young"  "Hull- 
inger,  "Buddy  Rogers"  Denson, 
"Bonnie  Boy"  Oakland.  and 
"Honey"  Thompson.  This  isn't 
funny,  but  it  sure  is  a  campus  men- 
ace. There  is  a  race  at  present  be- 
tween B.  Y.  Hullinger  and  B.  R. 
Denson  for  the  title  of  "King  Ben." 

And  then  there's  the  story  about 
Bill  Mesick  who  picked  up  a  tele- 
phone number  coyly  dropped  in 
front  of  him  by  a  little  girl  going 
into  the  Woods  Burlesque.  Bill 
waited  three  hours  on  the  sidewalk 
in  line  with  a  lot  of  other  Madison 
street  loafers  and  finally  succeeded 
in  gettin'  in.  Bill  called  Tuesday 
morning  and  arranged  things  for  a 
little  date  over  the  week-end.  At 
a  boy,  Bill. 

This  isn't  a  fashion  critique,  but 
somebody  ought  to  tell  Fling  that 
those  little  hats,  the  green  one  and 
the  black  one,  look  like  hell. 
"Ginny,"  as  a  woman  who  usually 
dresses  very  well,  you  ought  to 
know  better. 

And  now  little  friends  we've  said 
our  piece,  and  hope  we've  given 
publicity  to  them  as  has  been  ask- 
ing for  it.  So  long  you  little  sinners. 
Aunt  Polly. 
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Crime  and  Punishment 

by  Horace  Johnson 


ACT  I 
CAMPUS  KIT  (strolling  down 
the  avenue;  her  own  thoughts)  : 
I'll  pledge  Kappa  .  .  .  No,  Theta 
.  .  .  Kappa,  Theta  .  .  .  Theta,  Kap- 
pa ..  .  Damn  Joyce  .  .  .  Only  a 
waiter  .  .  .  what  is  love?  .  .  .  Theta 
wouldn't  like  that  .  .  .  what  nice 
hair!  .  .  .  curly  .  .  .  soft  .  .  .  doesn't 
play  football,  bah!  ...  he  beguiles 
me  ...  I  won't  talk  to  him  .  .  . 
slightly  stoop-shouldered  .  .  .  work- 
ing his  way  through  school,  rot' 
.  .  .  Theta,  Kappa,  Theta,  Theta, 
Kappa,  Kappa  .  .  .  Prof.  Spitz 
couldn't  keep  his  eyes  off  my  legs 
...  an  A  for  sure  .  .  .  damn  .  .  . 
Lucky  Strikes  give  me  a  pain  in  the 
neck  .  .  .  my  left  eye  aches  .  .  . 
we'll  fight  the  Quadrangle  associ- 
ation .  .  .  freedom,  toleration,  in 
America  .  .  .  hell!  .  .  . 

Ah,  here  comes  Kelton!  .  .  . 
there's  a  big-shot  for  you  .  .  .  sexy 
lips  .  .  .  quiver  all  over  if  he  kissed 
me  .  .  .  gotta  hurry  ...  if  I  don't 
.  .  .  thirty  minutes  yet  .  .  .  can  dash 
off  any  old  thing  for  Spitz  ...  he 
won't  read  .  .  .  Spitz  thinks  the 
Russia  is  O.  K.  .  .  .  not  for  us  wom- 
en ...  in  America  .  .  .  hell  .  .  . 
catch  me  talking  to  a  Red!  .  .  . 
;  COLLEGIATE  KELT  comes 
along  in  a  cloud  of  dust;  stops.) 

Kit   (speaking)  : 

"Oh,  hello  Kelt.  No,  I'm  not 
busy.  Thanks,  no,  I  don't  smoke. 
(Her  own  thoughts)  :  Kelt  likes  old- 
fashioned  girls  .  .  .  cinnamon  toast 
.  .  .  fireside  .  .  .  gosh,  I'd  like  to 
kiss  him  .  .  .  just  one  drawn-out 
.  .  .  tight  .  .  .  press  his  hands  in  my 
back  'til  it  hurt  .  .  .  then  again, 
again,  again  and  again  .  .  .  all  night 
.  .  .  nothing  else,  though  .  .  .  may- 
be ...  1  don't  know  ...  I  guess  not 
.  .  .  dangerous. 

COLLEGIATE  KELT:  "Oh. 
you  don't  smoke,  eh?  I  admire  your 
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kind."  (His  own  thoughts)  :  Wow! 
the  babe  makes  me  weak  .  .  .  feel 
like  I'd  given  a  blood  transfusion 
to  a  mummy  .  .  .  she's  old-fash- 
ioned and  probably  dumb  .  .  .  I'll 
teach  her  .  .  .  have  her  all  over  me 
.  .  .  probably  wiggle  a  bit,  though 
.  .  .  fun  breaking  in  these  femmes 
with  a  mid-Victorian  background 
...  a  jag  of  gin,  maybe  .  .  .  might 
not  be  necessary  .  .  .  get  her  in  a 
car  ...  on  the  beach  ...  no  ...  up 
in  Kelley's  flat  .  .  .  talk  her  into  it 
.  .  .  moral  relativity  .  .  . 

CAMPUS  KIT  (Modestly  but 
passionately)  :  "Oh!  You  flatter 
me!  You  know,  you  are  the  very 
first  man  who  ever  said  he  admired 
me!  It  is  the  custom,  Mr.  Kelton, 
for  the  weaker  sex  to  do  the  admir- 
ing." (Her  own  thoughts)  :  I  can 
string  him  along  easy.  He's  dumb 
.  .  .  afraid  to  put  his  arm  around 
me,  I'll  bet  .  .  .  he'll  need  educating 
.  .  .  sonava — !  .  .  .  I'd  kiss  him  now 
...  if  ...  if  ..  .  Theta,  Kappa, 
Theta.  Kappa  .  .  .  gotta  be  careful 
.  .  .  goddam  .  .  .  how  to  get  him 
going  .  .  .  lights  turned  low  .  .  . 
radio  .  .  .  faint,  swoon,  fall  on  him 
or  something  .  .  .  light  on  my 
breasts  .  .  .  shimmering  black  stock- 
ings .  .  .  high  heels  ...  let  him  see 
my  knees  .  .  . 

(To  be  continued  next  month) 


Good  night,  Daddy.  Sleep  tight. 
Don't    worry,    sonny     (hie) — I 
have  for  years. 


How  do  you  feel,  darling' 
With  my  hands,  silly! 


Yeah,  they  laughed  like  hell  when 
I  sat  down  at  the  piano — but  when 
my  pants  started  to  rip,  Migawd!  I 
thought  they'd  split! 


GO  WEST  YOUNG  MAN 
"Hm-m,"  sighed  the  freshman, 
after  seeing  Mae  West  perform  in 
one  of  her  most  torrid  drammers, 
"Horace  Greeley  gave  us  young  men 
better  advice  than  he  realized!" 


Mr.  Jitters  (after  receiving  a  tele- 
gram that  his  wife  has  had  twin 
boys  while  en  route  to  Chicago  a 
la  Monon)  :  "Now,  maybe  she'll 
stop  harping  about  this  berth  con- 
trol  business!" 


WHAT   A   BREAK! 

"You  know,  it's  really  surpris- 
ing what  just  a  little  kiss  will  do. 
The  other  night  my  girl  got  angry 
at  me  when  we  were  out,  but  by  the 
time  we  got  home  she  was  all  O.  K. 
again." 

"Did  you  kiss  her?" 

"No,  but  I  promised  her  I  would 
next  time." 

Fie  Sigh:  My  girl  takes  care  of 
kids. 

Ditto:  Yeahp  What  is  she,  a 
goatherdess  or  a   nursemaid? 

m    a    m 

Doctor:  "What  you  need  is  a 
little  sun." 

Sweet  Young  Patient:  "Oh, 
Doctor!" 

These  glass  dance  floors  are  an 
awful  strain  on  the  eyes. 


I   call   my   sweetness   Honey   be- 
cause she  just  won't  bee-hive. 


A   Depression   Santa  Claus 
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Famous  Men  As 
Weather  Forecasters 

Floyd  Gibbons:  Iseebythepapers- 
rbatitmightrain  —  boy!  Youought 
toseethecrowdinthisrainthey'reyell- 
ing  —  they'rescreaming  —  they're 
goingwild! 

Calvin  Coolidge:  Many  people 
think  it  will  hail  tomorrow,  al- 
though it  may  rain.  I  believe  the 
sun  will  shine:  perhaps  it  will  be 
cloudy.  Conditions  point  to  a 
strong  northwesterly  breeze,  al- 
though some  think  it  will  be  calm. 
All  in  all,  it  will  be  just  like  other 
normal  days — perhaps. 

Walter  Winchell:  Recommended 
to  diversion  seekers:  The  swelegant 
rain  shower  to  be  held  tomorrow, 
you  dope!  Yes,  you  and  you  and 
you! 

Eddie  Cantor:  Listen,  every- 
body! Whether  it  rains  or  shines  to- 
morrow, remember  to  vote  for  Can- 
tor for  President!  Say,  I'm  no  fool! 

Amos  'n'  Andy:  We'll  take  the 
natter  under  resideration.  Person- 
ally, we  are  of  the  opinon  it's  gonna 
rain — or  somethin'. 

Al  Capone:  You'll  take  my 
weather,  or  take  it  on  the  lam.  Yeh, 
I'll  let  yuh  have  it  plenty — when 
I  say  it's  gonna  rain,  it'll  rain.  Yeh, 
it's  a  racket! 

Graham  McNamee:  Well,  folks, 
here  we  are,  and  what  a  crowd!  It's 
going  to  rain — no,  it  isn't — the 
sun's  going  to  shine,  pardon  me, 
here  comes  a  cyclone — no,  my  mis- 
take, it's  just  a  breeze! 

Al  Jolson:  Mammy!  Oh,  it's 
gonna  rain,  but  rain  or  shine,  she's 
still  my  mammy! 

Primo  Camera:  No  spik! 


PEGGY  JOYCE  SPEAKS 
You  think  the  husband  I  have  now 
Is  pretty  fine? 

"You  should  have  seen  the  one  who 
died 
In  eighty-nine! 

L.  W. 


"I  fell  out  of  a  tenth  story  win- 
dow this  morning  and  it  didn't 
hurt  me  a  bit." 

"Aw.  quitcher  kiddin'." 
"Sure  I  did.  I  had  on  my  light 
fall  overcoat." 


She:  Didn't  you  ever  learn  where 
your  hands  belong? 

He:  Yes,  I  learned  at  my  moth- 
er's knee. 

She:  Well,  it  would  appear  that 
vou  learned  much  earlier  than  that. 


A  calf    in    a    silk    stocking    has 
killed  many  a  prodigal  son. 

"Whispering  Flames." 


Friend:  Where  ya  goin'? 
Wrestler:     Oh,     I'm     going 
throw  a  party  tonight. 


to 


He:  "Well,  it's  a  quarter  of  twelve." 

She:  "Why,  John,  the  clock  just  struck  three. 

He:  "Well,  isn't  three  a  quarter  of  twelve?" 
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Mother  Lil's  Colyum 

Sympathetic  Advice  to  Young  People 


Dear  Lil  W. :  Do  you  believe  in 
free  love?  — Curious. 

Ans. :  Free  beer,  free  speech,  a 
free  country,  free  gardenias  on 
Mothers'  Day — but  not  free  love! 
Are  you  trying  to  start  a  revolution 
or  something?  And  have  I  ever 
done  you  dirt?  Cut  rates,  perhaps, 
but  not — not  free  love! 

—Lil   (Down-With- 

Monarchism)   W. 


Dear  Lil  W. :   Is  it  true  that  you 
were  sick  in  bed  with  T.   B.? 

— Wondering. 

Ans.:    Is  it  not  true;   my  word! 
I've  never  been  ill  in  my  life,   and 
I  don't  even  know  T.  B.! 
— Lil    (Righteously-Resentful)    W. 


Dear  Lil  W. :  Tell  me,  Lil.  what 
do  you  think  of  this  science,  geo- 
logy? I  have  my  own  personal  opin- 
ion, but  I  want  to  know  what  a 
free  soul  thinks.  — Genevieve. 

Ans.:  Well,  dearie,  disregarding 
that  crack  about  being  a  free  soul, 
let  me  tell  you  I  think  the  geology 
profs  are  simply  ducky:  as  for  the 
science  itself  —  ah!  gorges,  simply 
gorges!      — Lil    (Humorous-in-a 

Clean-Way)    W. 


Dear  Lil  W. :  What  shall  I  do 
when  my  boy  friend  loses  control 
of  himself?  — Worried. 

Ans.:  First,  Worried,  never  re- 
pulse him.  I  want  all  young  girls 
with  problems  like  yours  to  profit 
by  my  vast  experience.  Get  a  good 
strangle-hold  on  him  and  talk  to 
him  understandingly  and  with  sym- 
pathy, telling  him  how  much  you 
want  to  help  him  find  his  better 
self.  Be  maternal,  above  all  things. 
If  he  continues  to  get  out  of  bounds, 
may  I  suggest  that  you  send  him 
around  to  me?  I  can  fix  him  up, 
I  think. 

— Lil    (Always-Willing- 

To-HelpV"  W. 

TWENTY 


Dear  Lil  W. :  Is  it  true  that  a  girl 
must  have  dimples  and  a  mink  coat 
to  make  grades?  — Brooding. 

Ans. :  No,  dearie,  perhaps  not, 
but  they're  sure  helped  me  a  helluva 
lot! 

— Lil    (Naively-Nonchalant)    W. 


Dear  Lil  W. :  Listen,  moll,  what 
was  the  idea  of  playing  around  with 
my  man  the  other  night  at  the 
Men's   Union   Dance?        — Angry. 

Ans.:  Come,  come.  Angry,  dear, 
must  you  be  so  ungentile  as  that? 
Think  of  your  breeding,  my  dear — 
(yeah,  just  think  of  it!) — and  be 
more  discreet.  Incidentally,  sister, 
if  you  don't  like  my  ways  with  the 
male  sex,  come  around  some  night 
and  we'll  fight  it  out  with  feather- 
dusters.  I  haven't  any  use  for  you 
dames  that  can't  hold  your  men. 
—Lil    (Life-As-It-Comes)    W. 


Dear  Lil  W. :  Do  you  believe  in 
sacred  eventing ?  — Modest. 

Ans. :  On  week  days,  yes,  Mod- 
est, but  not  on  Sundays.  I  find  that 
it  always  rains  whenever  I  go  on 
a  picnic  on  Sunday. 

— Lil    (Ready-With-the- 

Right-Word)W. 


Dear  Lil  W. :  Do  you  roast  pis- 
tachio nuts  very  frequently? 

— Perplexed. 

Ans. :  Really,  you  flatter  me,  Per- 
plexed! I  hardly  know  the  Marx 
brothers,  and  not  even  I  can  effect 
a  man  that  forcibly! 

— Lil    (No-Super-Woman)    W. 

Now,  won't  you  all  write  to 
Mother  Lil  with  your  puzzling 
problems?  My  heart  aches  espe- 
cially for  you  boys  who  have  no 
house-mothers  to  confide  in.  Er — 
may  I  suggest  that  I'm  free  evenings 
and  holidays  and  will  consult  with 
male  fans  in  person?  A  map  of 
my  apartment  is  procurable  at  the 
publications  office. 

—Lil    (Loves-Kiddies)    W. 


It  is  more  blessed  to  receive  than 
to  give. 

Co-ed  to  pre-medic:  "Is  it  true 
that  you're  becoming  a  lady  killer?" 

Pre-medic:  "Nope.  I'm  not  go- 
ing to  show  any  difference  between 
sexes." 


We  got  a  letter  from  our  former 
roommate  describing  her  sister's 
wedding.  It  went  like  this — "The 
maid  of  honor  wore  an  extremely 
long  nile  green  satin  dress,  flesh  col- 
ored stockings,  and  nine  green  satin 
slippers." 


She:  "Well,  get  going." 
He:  "What's  the  rush?  It's  your  move, 
lady!" 


PURPLE  f£^  PARROT 


The  Modern  Iliad 


A      movie-mad,      paper-drugged,  h 
magazine-dazed  freshman  has  to  re- 
port on  the  Iliad. 

Here  'tis. 

"Achilles  comes  home,  and  finds 
out  that  Agamemnon  has  a  wench 
trying  to  enter  his  cabaret  as  an 
entertainer.  She  is  but  a  country 
lass,  and  when  her  old  man  finds 
out,  he  just  raises  holy  hell. 
Agamemnon  gives  him  the  Bronx 
cheer  and  says,  "Try  and  get  her 
away,  you  country  ham."  The  old 
farm  goes  up  to  Big  Zeus  and  sets 
up  a  howl,  and  Big  Zeus  tells 
Agamemnon  to  give  up  the  dame 
or  go  to  the  jug.  Agamemnon,  after 
much  argument,  finally  gives  up  the 
dame,  but  in  the  course  of  the  argu- 
ment breaks  up  with  Achilles. 
Achilles  tells  him  to  get  a  new  rod- 
man.  "Agamemnon  is  liable  to  be 
put  on  the  spot  anyways,"  says 
Achilles.  Agamemnon  gets  scared 
and  old  Nes,  his  advisor  in  the  dis- 
trict attorney's  office,  warns  him 
that  Paris  is  muscling  in  on  his 
territory,  and  has  stolen  a  female 
from  Menelaus.  It  is  advised  that 
Paris  be  put  on  the  spot.  After  a 
conference,  it  is  decided  to  get  the 
babe  back  and  blow  hell  out  of  the 
burg  with  machine  guns,  and  then 
take  all  the  kale  they  can. 

In  the  meantime  there  is  a  con- 
test over  in  Troy,  and  Paris  thinks 
that  the  thing  he  wants  most  is  a 
cute  looking  skirt;  therefore,  he 
makes  his  choice,  and  the  goddesses 
tell  him  that  Helen  is  as  neat  a  look- 
ing babe  as  any  man  could  find. 
Paris  takes  a  couple  Sicilians  over 
the  pond  with  him,  and  completes 
the  job.  As  it  is  said,  so  it  is  done. 
Menelaus,  her  husband,  gets  all  fired 
up  and  decides  to  get  her  back. 
There  is  the  main  cause  of  the  en- 
suing gun-battle. 

The  Greeks  get  all  their  scows 
together  and  go  across  the  Aegean 
pond  into  Troy,  and  they  besiege 
the  burg  for  about  nine  years.  There 
is  scrap  after  scrap.   Yes,   old  Troy 


2d  a  lot  of  lead  flying  about  its 
parts.  Each  Trojan  gets  a  nice  belly 
full  of  lead  and  the  Achaians  get 
theirs.  Achilles  looks  on  from  the 
bridge  of  his  skiff  awaiting  the  time 
to  play  hero.  First  he  sends  his 
lieutenant,  Patrocolus,  into  the  fray 
to  warm  up  a  little.  Patrocolus  gets 
bumped  off,  and  Achilles  decides  to 
enter  the  fray  with  all  his  banners 
while  he  himself  gets  some  nice 
bullet  proof  clothes.  Therefore, 
Achilles  gets  all  his  armored  cars  and 
practically  flies  down  the  streets  of 
Troy.  He  slows  down  when  he 
reaches  Hector's  apartment  hotel, 
and  shoots  all  the  windows  out  of 
the  joint.  Hector  is  almost  crazy, 
and  starts  running  around  in  ten- 
foot  circles.  Achilles  is  mad  with 
joy  and  says,  "I'll  show  them  there 
mugs  who's  running  this  show,  by 
Zeus."  Hector  swears  he'll  get  his 
revenge,  and  so  he  rounds  up  his 
ammunition  into  one  complete 
arsenal  at  Paris'  speakeasy.  Ulysses 
conceives  the  idea  of  running  ar- 
mored cars  into  Troy.  The  Trojans 
see  these  coming,  and  think  it  is  a 
present  from  Zeus.  Hector  causes  the 
Trojans  to  rejoice,  and  a  conference 
is  held  in  the  city  hall  to  decide 
what  to  do  with  the  gift.  The  Tro- 
jans let  it  stand  during  the  night 
while  the  Achaians  are  calmly  plan- 
ning  the  program  for  the  evening. 

In  the  dead  of  night  the  Achaians 
rudely  awaken  the  Trojans  from 
their  beauty  sleep  and  raise  all  kinds 
of  hell.  Hector  gets  up  steaming 
like  a  scalded  hog,  and  the  rest  of 
the  boys  are  none  too  pleased.  In 
the  excitement  that  follows  Achilles 
and  Hector  settle  the  controversy  for 
all  time  to  come  about  who  is  the 
best  warrior.  He  floors  Hector  for 
the  count  of  ten.  and  poor  Hector 
gladly  awards  him  the  diamond 
studded  belt. 

And  so  the  Achaians  bomb  their 
way  into  Troy  and  dominate  the 
western  as  well  as  the  eastern  side 
of  the  Aegean  territory. 


Hail,  the  Hero ! 

What  a  day  it  was — regular 
football  weather.  The  air  was  crisp 
with  that  autumnal  snap  that  add- 
ed zest  to  football  games.  Well, 
here  he  was  at  last  on  the  field.  Oh, 
how  he  had  worked  and  slaved  to 
make  good.  His  great  day  had  come 
at  last.  Little  did  the  thousands  up 
in  the  overcrowded  stands  realize 
what  it  meant  to  him  to  be  ready 
to  go  into  action.  Even  the  folks 
were  coming  up  to  see  him  make 
his  debut  as  a  regular.  And  he 
would  show  them  that  he  was  the 
real  stuff.  Looking  back  over  the 
years  in  his  mind,  he  saw  again 
the  days  when  he  was  nothing  but 
a  fourth  string  man.  Things  had 
changed  now,  and  he  had  really 
won  the  right  to  wear  the  colors  of 
his  school. 

The  rest  of  the  boys  were  now 
coming  up  and  taking  their  places 
on  the  line.  At  last  the  big  game 
was  about  to  begin  and  at  last  he 
was  to  go  into  action  for  his  Alma 
Mater.  A  lump  came  into  his  throat 
as  he  realized  that  his  day  had  come. 
A  shrill  blast  —  the  signal  to  start. 
At  last  the  big  moment.  The  Band- 
master's baton  came  down  and  our 
hero  started  to  play  his  piccolo  as 
he  never  played  it  before — played 
for  the  thousands  in  the  stands,  the 
old  folks,  and  to  show  everybody 
in  the  Big  Ten  that  even  a  piccolo 
player  can  make  the  first  band. 


She:  "What  do  you  think  of  my  mistle- 
toe idea?" 
He:  "It's  the  berries." 
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FOOTBALL  ALPHABET 

A   is   Alma   Mater,   long   may   she 

stand. 
B  is  for  blocking,  and  boy  it  takes 

sand. 
C   are   the   coaches   and   champions 

they  bring. 
D    is    for    defense,    and    Dilley,    its 

king. 
E    for   Evans,    the    boy    that's    got 

guts. 
F  is  for  Fend  who  makes  backs  say, 

"aw.  nuts." 
G    are    the    goals,    gumption    and 

gambles. 
H    is    Hanley.    and    hell    when    he 

rambles. 
I  is  for  interference,  which  our  boys 

have  got. 
J  is  for  Jens  with  tackles  sweet  and 

hot. 
K  is  for  kicking  that  Notre  Dame 

knows. 
L  is  for  Lewis  who  runs  and  just 

goes. 
M    is    for    Marvil.    big.    bad,    and 

tough. 
N   is    for   N.    U.    which    is    plenty 

enough. 
O  is  for  Ollie  and  his  sweet  punt- 
ing toe. 
P   is    for   Potter   who's   not    at    all 

slow. 
Q  is  everything  that's  sure  hard  to 

rhyme. 
R    is    for   Riley   who's   there   every 

time. 
S  is  for  scoring,  and  that's  what  we 

do. 
T  is  for  touchdoivns  our  opponents 

do  rue. 
U    is    for    union,    the   heart   of   the 

team. 

V  is  for  varsity,  they've  plenty  of 
"Tell  me  confidentially,   do  you  First  Ditto:    "What   would   you  steam, 

think  my  vocabulary  is  very  large?"      do  if  a  horse  fell   into  your  bath-      W   stands   for   Weldin.   and    tough 


Two  smiling  eyes 

Two  ruby  lips 
Two  dancing  feet 

And  love. 
A  rival's  shot 

A  funeral,  then 
Six  feet  of  sod 

Above. 

Henry  Nathan 


"Well,    really,    I'm    no   judge   of      tub: 


pulchritude. 


Second  Ditto:   "I'd  just  pull  out 
the  plug." 


"Mose,"    said   the   judge  sternly, 
you    are    guilty    of    having    stolen 

two   chickens   from   Mr.    Harrison's  "When  I  came  to  this  university 

coop  last   week.     The  fine   will   be  l  sworc  l  would  not  write  home  for 

$e."  money  unless  I   was  at  the  end  of 

"Yassuh.  jedge."  said  Mose.  plac-  my  roPc" 

ing  a   $10   bill  on  the  clerk's  desk.  "But  didn't  you  wire  for  money 

"Ah's    givin'    yo'    10    bucks    which  just  a  week  after  you  arrived?" 

will    pay    yo'    up    to    an'    includin'  "Of    course — but    wasn't    I    out 

nex'  Sattidy  night."  of  tobacco?" 


boy  and  true. 

X  marks  the  spots  where  the  touch- 
downs went  through. 

Y  is  for  Youngberg  who  never 
says  die. 

Z  stands  for  zoivie  for  a  champion- 
ship tie. 


There  is  something  about  an  Ox- 
ford education.  Have  you  seen 
Carey  (the  feason  Freshmen  girls 
take  History  Al)  balance  a  cup  of 
tea  on  his  knee — or  a  woman? 


TWENTY-TWO 


CHRISTMAS  CAROLS 

I. 

O,  little  town  of  Evanston, 

Thy  stills  to  westward  lie. 

All  through  thy  dull  and  virtuous 

sleep 
The  staggering  steweds  go  by; 
Yet  in  thy  slow  streets  flourishth 
The  W.  C.  T.  U. 
Their  cellars  stocked  with  rare  old 

wine, 
Their  tubs  with  fresh  homebrew. 

II. 
O  come,   all   ye  suckers. 

Innocent  and  trusting. 
Come  ye.  O  come  ye  to  Northwest- 
ern. 

Pay  your  tuition, 

Fees   and   board   and   room   rent, 
Learn  to  crib  and  copy, 
Drink  and  smoke  and  wrestle, 
Lie  to   your  professors,    and   you'll 

Get   a  degree. 

III. 

Away  in  a  manger,   no  clean  hotel 

bed, 
The  sweet   lonesome   halfback  lays 
down  his  soft  head: 
The  coeds  can't  find  him. 
So  here  he  will  stay, 
That  much-pursued  halfback,  asleep 
in  the  hay. 

IV. 
The  first  Noel  this  coed  did  say 
Was  to  a  certain  wise  Phi  Kap  on 

this  Christmas  day, 
On  this  Christmas  day,  refusing  his 

pleas, 
Like  an  old-fashioned  lady,  she  said 
with  ease: 
"No — hell,    no;    hell,    no;    hell, 

no;  hell,  no, 
Hell,    I    won't    move    under    the 
mistletoe." 

Grandmother:  "When  I  was 
your  age  we  girls  all  wore  petti- 
coats." 

Granddaughter:  "Even  then, 
boys  would  be  boys,  wouldn't  they. 
Grandma?" 


P  U  R  P  L  E^PA  R  ROT 

AN  OLD  TIMER  IS— 

A  guy  who  can  remember  when 
his  sister  put  on  her  bustle  back- 
wards to  see  the  shocked  expressions 
of  surprise  on  the  faces  of  the  rest 
of  the  family. 

A  dame  who  says,  "So  they're 
wearing  Eugenie  hats  again?" 

A  guy  who  remembers  when  the 
"that  wasn't  no  lady,  that  was  my 
wife — "  joke  first  came  out. 

A  dame  who  recognizes  a  Godey 
print  when  she  sees  one. 

A  guy  who  remembers  Peggy 
Joyce's  first  husband. 


Magician  (sawing  a  woman  in 
half)  :  Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
after  the  young  lady  is  severed,  her 
brains  will  be  given  to  a  medical 
college  and  the  rest  will  be  thrown 
to  the  dogs. 

College  Gang:  Woof,  woof! 
Eow-v/ow! 


But,  mother,  if  the  musk  ox  is  in  Lap- 
land and  Moscow  is  in  Russia,  where 
do  the  little  ones  come  from?" 


The  honeymoon  is  over  when  she 
wants  a  heater  in  the  coupe  to  keep 
her  warm. 
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Oh,  Yeah! 

"Betty  is    one    of    these 
bedroom-and-bath  girls." 
"How's  that?" 
"Suite!" 


parlor- 


An  Englishman  and  an  Irish- 
man were  returning  to  their  native 
countries  on  board  one  of  the  larg- 
er ocean  liners.  As  the  ship  neared 
the  Irish  coast,  the  Irishman,  lean- 
ing over  the  rail,  cried,  "Hurrah  for 
Ireland!" 

"Hurrah  for  Hell!"  returned  the 
Englishman. 

"That's  all  right,"  replied  the 
Irishman.  "Every  man  for  his  own 

country!" 

■  ■  ■ 

The  stenographer  gave  the  co-ed 
a  pink  card  and  told  her  to  take  it 
to  the  registrar. 

"Have  you  a  pink  slip ?**  demand- 
ed the  registrar  when  the  co-ed  pre- 
sented herself. 

"No,  sir,"  she  replied  blushingly, 
"they're  all  black  lace!" 

Janitress  in  the  Theta  house:  "I 
was  never  so  insulted  in  my  life.  He 
thought  I  was  one  of  the  co-eds!" 


"Betty's  out  on  the  quad,  talk- 
to  a  fellow,  and  her  lingerie  just 
slipped  down." 

"What!" 

"It's  all  right,  though,  I'll  put 
it  back,"  said  the  little  pledge,  plac- 
ing her  sorority  sister's  laundry  back 
on  the  table  from  where  it  had  fall- 
en. 


LOST:  A  Kappa  Delt  pin  in  the 
Delt  house,  probably  somewhere  on 
the  second  or  third  floors. 


Alas  for  Doris,   there's  a  girl 

Attractive,   gay,   and   witty, 
Alas  for  Henrietta,  too, 

Believe  me,  she  was  pretty! 
Alas  for  June  and  Betty  Ann 

They   never   were  contrary! 
As  for  the  one  I  married,  well, 

I'll  say — to  hell  with  Mary! 

L. 


W. 


"Now,  give  till  it  hurts!"  said 
the  Jewish  salesman  to  the  bolt  of 
elastic. 

TWENTY-FOU  R 


"Petting  with  Bill  was  like  hug- 
ging an  awl." 

"How's  that?" 

"Boring,   sister,   boring!" 


And  then  there's  the  little  girl 
who  fell  asleep  in  the  bath  tub  with 
the  water  running.  However,  quick 
action  by  the  vigilant  janitor  saved 
her. 


"Did  you  make  sure  the  apples 
were  fresh  and  juicy  before  you 
bought  them,   Mary?" 

"Oh,  yes,  mum,  I  sampled  every 
one  of  'em,  first." 


And  then  there's  the  habitual 
Broadway  first-nighter  who, 
through  force  of  habit,  shouted 
"Author,  author!"  when  the  cur- 
tain went  down  on  the  last  act  of 
"Hamlet." 


"I  have  an  uncle  who  is  a  won- 
derful sculptor,  and  yet  he  has  only 
one  hand." 

"You're  crazy.  A  one-handed 
man  couldn't  be  a  sculptor." 

"Sure  he  can.  He  holds  the  chisel 
in  his  mouth  and  hits  himself  on 
the  back  of  the  head  with  the  mal- 
let." 


If  all  the  golfers  in  the  United 
States  were  laid  end  to  end,  they 
would  lie. 


"You're  lucky  to  have  a  grand- 
mother, as  old  as  you  are." 

"Sir!  My  grandmother  is  not  as 
old  as  I  am!" 


It  is  a  wise  cork  that  knows  its 
own  pop. 


A  Teetotaler 
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The  Bride  of  the  Statistician 


With  deep  emotion  Mrs.  Fellon 
entered  on  the  morning  of  the  great 
day  the  chamber  of  her  daughter. 
Berta  was  still  in  bed  and  her  blond 
glistening  seventy  thousand  hairs 
surrounded  her  face  like  the  image 
of  a  saint. 

"Yes  .  .  .  but  .  .  .  my  child  ..." 
began  the  mother,  "since  you  will 
marry  Mr.  Morgan  today  ..." 

"I  know  what  you  are  trying  to 
say,  dear  mother"  interrupted  the 
young  girl,  "you  are  surprised  to 
find  me  so  nonchalant.  Why 
should  I  be  otherwise?  There  are 
approximately  eight  hundred  wom- 
en on  this  earth.  From  these  let 
us  subtract  two  hundred  twenty- 
five  million  who  die  too  early  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  love.  Among 
those  who  reach  the  normal  age, 
there  are  doubtless  a  number  who 
remain  chaste  all  their  life,  but  this 
number  is  so  small  that  we  need  not 
count  it  at  all;  it  is  totally  out- 
balanced by  the  number  of  those 
who  make  their  first  experiments  be- 
fore their  entrance  into  the  normal 
age. 

"There  remain,  however,  five 
hundred  million  women  who  do 
come  into  contact  and  are  initiated 
into  love.  Let  us  suppose  that  this 
number  renews  itself  within  fifty 
years,  then  there  are  of  such  women 
eleven  million  a  year  or  about  nine 
hundred  thousand  a  month  or  thirty 
thousand  a  day. 

"In  the  coming  twenty  -  four 
hours,  therefore,  thirty  thousand 
women,  white,  black  yellow,  and 
otherwise,  will  for  the  first  time  be 
initiated  into  the  joys  of  love. 

"I  am  merely  one-thirty  thou- 
sandth of  this  colorful  multitude. 
Under  these  circumstances,  you  can- 
not expect  that  such  an  ordinary 
event  should  cause  my  bosom  to  rise 
thirty-five  to  forty  times  instead  of 
only  twenty  times  a  minute." 

And  Berta  took  again — she  did 
this  on  the  average  of  seven  and  a 


third  times  an  hour — the  letter  of 
her  fiance  and  read:. 

"I  do  not  write  you  that  you  are 
the  most  beautiful  woman  on  earth. 
That  could  not  be  proved  and  hence 
the  statement  is  unworthy  of  a 
learned  man.  But  if  I  accept  the  lat- 
est census  as  a  basis  and  also  the 
statement  of  the  statistical  bureau 
which  says  that  among  a  thousand 
women  there  is  only  one  really  beau- 
tiful one,  I  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  among  the  sixty-five  million 
women  in  America,  you  belong  to 
the  sixty-five  thousand  beautiful 
ones. 

"Now,  even  if  I  put  the  number 
of  American  men  at  only  fifty-five 
million,     there     is     only   one   thou- 


sandth of  a  woman  to  one  man  or 
thousand  men  to  one  beautiful 
woman.  I  approximate  the  num- 
ber of  statisticians  to  be  about  two 
thousand,  which  amounts  to  one 
statistician  to  each  twenty-seven 
thousand  men.  The  probability  of 
a  statistician  marrying  a  beautiful 
woman  is  therefore  so  small  that  it 
can  hardly  be  statistically  expressed. 
I  may  therefore  be  justly  proud  that 
I  am  the  only  statistician  in  Amer- 
ica who  had  the  fortune  to  marry 
one  of  the  sixty-five  thousand  beau- 
tiful women  in  this  country.  You 
may  therefore  estimate  statistically 
the  joy  I  feel,  especially,  when  I 
think  of  how  much  smaller  the 
chances  of  the  other  nineteen  hun- 
dred ninety-nine  statisticians  have 
become  through  marriage." 

George  G.  Maltenfort. 


Wooing  the  Raccoon 
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CRITISIZZLINC 

THE  DRAYMA 

By  Ruth  Walliser 

Nothing  very  sensational,  very  funny  or  very  titil- 
lating (hacha  to  you)  in  the  way  of  Chicago  plays  this 
month.  (As  a  matter  of  fact  there's  plenty  in  the  way 
.  .  .  but  that's  one  or  two  other  stories) .  Right  now, 
our  main  gripe  is  against  an  uncouth,  unmanageable 
press  agent  who  wouldn't  give  us  Opening-Nite  seats  for 
the  Vanities.  (You  may  not  realize  it,  but  that  some- 
times does  happen  to  a  drama  critic — particularly  of 
the  Purple  Parrot.) 

Anyhow,  we'd  just  as  soon  sit  and  talk  about  Paul 
Whiteman's  Concert  last  Sunday — nigh  onto  the  epi- 
tome of  Syncopation  and  Modernism  in  music.  If 
you've  never  heard  Gershwin's  An  American  in  Paris, 
treat  yourself  to  an  afternoon  at  Lyon  and  Healy's 
(Advertisement).  It's  better  than  The  Rhapsody  in 
Blue  .  .  .  but  that's  right,  we're  hired  for  the  serious 
business  of  telling  what  of  the  Theatre  will  be  perfectly 
proper  and  uplifting  for  you  bystanders  to  indulge  in. 
Hear  ye!  Hear  ye! 

Take  Vinegar  Tree.  It's  another  on  of  those  week- 
end party  mix-ups.  We  don't  know.  We've  always 
wanted  to  go  to  one  of  these  light,  lovely  forty-eight 
hour  affairs  in  which  we  as  the  first  party  were  engaged 
to  a  second  party  but  eloped  with  a  third  party  about 
whom  a  fourth  party  was  madly  enamoured,  who  was 
the  sister  of  the  hostess  who  perhaps  a  mistress  of  the 
second  party.  Ah  well.  Call  us  a  romanticist,  but  some 
day,  somewhere  —  the  Sclwyn,  however,  puts  on  a 
house-party  that  is  a  little  above  the  usual  run  of  them 
thanks  to  the  better  than  ordinary  quips.  In  fact  it  is 
really  a  satire  on  what  we've  been  talking  around,  but  it 
is  presented  in  such  a  sincere,  naive  fashion  that  most 
of  the  time  you  forget  that  it's  actually  laughing  at  it- 
self. Mary  Boland,  the  plump  hostess  and  pseudo- 
everything,  has  one  good  gag  in  which  she's  discussing 
Art  and  Artists.  She  impresses  upon  her  guests  that 
she's  very  much  interested  in  painting — in  fact  that 
she's  been  said  to  look  like  a  Holstein  painting  herself. 
The  daughter  of  this  deadly  family,  Helen  Brooks,  is 
a  young  innocent  out  for  experience.  She  informs  one 
of  the  male  guests  that  her  "body  is  so  naive  it  disgusts 
her  mind."    (Too  bad  she  didn't  go  to  Northwestern.) 

Mrs.  Moonlight  is  a  lovely  little  fantasy  at  the 
Harris.  It  is  full  of  the  good,  old  New  England  atmos- 
phere of  puritanism,  witchery,  and  superstitions,  center- 
ing about  a  legend  of  a  necklace  that  is  given  to  the 
heroine  when  she  marries.  She  is  allowed  one  wish, 
and  in  true  feminine  fashion  wishes  that  she  may  never 
get  old.  This  becomes  exceedingly  embarrassing,  she  dis- 
covers some  years  later,  when  her  husband  starts  look- 
ing like  a  cradle-snatchcr  next  to  her  twenty-year-old 
bloom.  In  desperation  she  leaves  him,  returning  every 
twenty  years  as  a  different  and  distant  relative,  always 
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loving  him  and  painfully  watching  him  grow  old.  In 
her  last  visit  to  him,  they  die  together  and  there  is 
every  reason  to  suppose  that  their  now  youthful  souls 
float  up  to  Heaven  together:  Soft,  gentle,  picturesque 
thing  —  bring  the  kiddies. 

We  went  to  a  revival  the  other  night  of  Blossom 
Time,  but  to  tell  you  the  truth  it  wasn't  any  such  thing 
for  us,  since  it  was  the  first  time  we  had  ever  seen  it. 
Quite  the  completest  operetta  ever  done  we  think  — 
what  with  consistent  and  exciting  plat  (love-story  of 
Franz  Schubert  immortalized) ,  some  good  dancing, 
plenty  of  old-fashioned  comedy,  pathos,  and  self- 
sacrifice,  and — what  music!  —  the  Unfinished  Sym- 
phony, the  Serenade,  Moment  Musicale,  and  so  on  and 
on.  The  Playbill,  and  therefore  the  cast  have,  we  regret 
to  say.  disappeared  out  the  window,  but  J.  Charles  Gil- 
bert doing  the  part  of  Schubert  will  at  least  not  be  for- 
gotten by  us  in  a  hurry. 

We  had  an  evening  class  and  sent  our  brother  to  see 
Fritzi  Scheff  in  Tonight  or  Never  at  the  Adelphi.  for 
which  he  did  give  us  much  left-handed  thanks.  Any- 
how, we'll  let  him  be  guest  critic  for  a  paragraph.  Go 
ahead,  brother  dear  —  try  to  be  amusing,  and  intelligent 
and  brief  and  bright.  That's  it.  Go  on.  (For  once 
in  our  life  we've  got  a  chance  to  blue  pencil  his  stuff. 
Ahhh!) 

"Either  David  Belasco  was  wrong,  or  I  am  (sez  he) 
and  David  Belasco  is  dead.  Tonight  or  Never,  by  Lili 
Hatvany,  was  the  last  thing  that  the  Great  Impresario 
selected  for  production  but  it's  too  bad  they  didn't  bury 
him  in  a  circular  coffin,  because  he's  probably  done  a 
lot  of  turning  in  his  grave.  Plot:  A  Hungarian  prima 
donna  has  lots  of  technique  but  no  fire  in  her  singing. 
'An  Unknown  Gentleman'  (so  the  program  says,  but 
you  begin  to  suspect  after  about  fifteen  minutes)  ap- 
pears. The  songbird  decides  that  he  will  supply  the 
fire  and  goes  to  his  hotel  room  where  he  blazes  in  ap- 
proved pyrotechnic  fashion.  A  betrothal  and  a  contract 
with  the  Metropolitan  Opera  ring  down  the  curtain, 
and  I  have  read  fairy  tales  that  seemed  like  stark  real- 
ism in  comparison. 

"Fritzi  does  her  best  with  a  sparkling  comedy  that 
is  neither  sparkling  nor  comic.  Hatvany  is  not  Schnitz- 
ler  or  Molnar.  The  Scheff,  however,  of  Victor  Herbert 
fame,  has  become  a  legend  on  the  American  stage,  and 
like  Niagara  Falls  and  the  Statue  of  Liberty,  should 
be  seen  once  by  very  ioofo  citizen.  Ourselves,  we 
should  have  preferred  seeing  her  twenty  years  ago." 
We've  discovered  something  right  in  our  own  back 
yard — viz.  and  to  wit — the  Northwestern  Theatre. 
We  hate  to  be  chauvinistic,  but  you  get  more  for  your 
dollar  there  than  at  the  Five  and  Ten.  Honestly,  we've 
never  seen  any  audience  so  emotionally  overcome  as  at 
Paola  and  Francesco.  Don't  think  a  professional  cast 
could  have  done  as  well  in  certain  parts.  We're  actual- 
ly looking  forward  to  Scrap  Book  to  see  whether  they 
can  keep  the  standard  up  to  that  level  consistently. 

Well,  dear  pooblic,  au  reservoir  and  Americarist- 
mas.  And  if  you  are  as  broke  as  we  are,  just  cheer  up 
and  remember,  that  no  matter  how  unemployed  you 
are,  you  can  always  earn  the  wages  of  sin. 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


I 


After  all,  isn't  it  about  time  your  parents  were  made 
acquainted  with  the  facts  of  life?  And  we  don't  mean 
inside  information  on  the  birds  and  flowers,  either.  We 
mean  your  crying  need  for  a  car  of  your  own  this 
Christmas.  If  you  agree,  why  not  break  the  news  now 
— when  holiday  spirits  will  dull  the  shock  of  facing  one 
of  life's  sterner  moments? 

You  can  make  the  ordeal  easier  for  them  by  requesting 
one  of  those  shiny  new  Chevrolet  sixes.    No  mortgage 


t 

isn  V 
(JJhristmas 

yet- 
but  this  will 
do 
for  the  present 


on  the  old  homestead  will  be  required  to  give  you  this 
car — because  Chevrolet  prices  are  among  the  lowest  of 
any  on  the  market.  The  fact  that  it  costs  less  to 
operate  than  any  other  car  will  also  help  to  ease  the 
blow.  And  you  won't  lose  anything  yourself  by  sug- 
gesting a  Chevrolet,  as  it  is  smart  enough  and  fast 
enough  to  uphold  successfully  your  reputation  as  one 
who  knows  how  to  pick  'em.  So  brace  yourself  and  do 
your  stuff.  Remember,  Chevrolet  expects  every  man 
to  do  his  dutv. 


CHEVROLET  MOTOR  COMPANY,  DETROIT,  MICHIGAN 

Division  of  General  Motors 

NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 

The  Great  A  merican  Value  for  1932 
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"Yes,"  said  the  football  manager, 
"we  had  to  fire  two  of  our  fresh- 
man assistants  for  misappropriation 
of  equipment.  Right  after  they  had 
been  pledged  by  a  fraternity,  they 
took  some  of  the  money  that  was 
supposed  to  buy  liniment  for  the 
team,  and  used  it  for  their  own 
ends." 

Washington  "Dirge." 

ALL-AMERICAN  (?) 
Engebretsen       Tackle   Chariton.   la. 
Kupcinet     .  .  .Guard      Chicago.  111. 

Algeo    Center.  Oak  Park,  111. 

Crizevsky    .  .    Guard      Chicago,  111. 
Manske     .  .  .  .End      Nekoosa.  Wis. 

Dubsky Half      .  Chicago.  Ill 

Riccardi  .  Quarter   Chicago,  111. 

Burnstein  Half       .  Chicago,  111. 


THREE  PICK-UPS 
The    Pessimists:     "Hello,     girls, 
you   wouldn't  care  to  go   with  us, 
would  you  ? 

The     Optimists:      "Hello     girls, 
you'll  go  with  us,  won't  you? 

The     Collegians:     "Hello     girls, 
where  are  we  going?" 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


The  flapper  coed  went  up  to  the 
young  prof,  and  said,  "Profy,  dear, 
what  are  my   marks?" 

He  put  his  arms  around  her  and 
whispered  sweet  nothings  in  her 
car. 

Wesieyan   "Wasp." 

»ti  I,,  ip 

Helen:  "I  don't  see  why  he  dates 
her — she's  a  terrible  dancer. 

Mary:  No;  she  can't  dance,  but 
she  sure  can  intermission. 

Carnegie  Tech.  "Puppet." 

"I  don't  know  how  to  fill  out 
this  question." 

"What  is  it?" 

"It  says.  Who  was  your  mother 
before  she  was  married?'  and  I 
didn't  have  any  mother  before  she 
was   married." 

Oklahoma  ' '  Whirlwind." 


Father  (to  youngster  just  out  of 
bed)  :  "Now  what  are  you  crying 
about?" 

Youngster:    "I  wanna  drink!" 
Father:   "So  do  I:  go  to  sleep." 
Tennessee  "Mugwump." 

The  party  will  be  gin  at  10 
o'clock. 

M.  I.  T.  "Voo  Doo." 
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"Sweets  to  the  Suite,"  remarked 
the  college  boy  as  he  lead  two  co-eds 
to  his  "Pent  House"  apartment! 

Carnegie  Tech.  "Puppet." 


She:  Been  t'  put  on  some  lipstick. 
What  you  been  doin'? 

He:  I  been  huntin'  ya  to  give  ya 
your  lipstick. 

"Pelican." 


He  stood  on  the  bridge  at  midnight 
And  tickled  her    face    with    his 
toes: 
For  he  was  only  a  mosquito 

And  he  sat  on  the  bridge  of  her 
nose. 

Texas   "Battalion." 


She:  "What  do  you  call  it  when 
two  people  are  thinking  of  the  same 
thing — mental  telepathy?" 

He:  "Sometimes  it's  that  and 
sometimes  it's  just  plain  embarrass- 
ment." 

Texas  "Ranqer." 


Mazie:  "Did  that  big  football 
man  go  far  with  you  the  other 
night?" 

Mamie:  "You  might  call  it  a 
"field  goal." 

Venn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


Autobiography  of  an  old  maid: 
"I  never  played  indoor  sports." 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


Mary  had  a  little  cow 

And,  oh,  how  it  did  stutter 

In  place  of  every  quart  of  milk 
It  gave  a  pound  of  butter. 

Alabama   "Rammer- Jammer." 


Another  break  for  the  man  down 
on  the  field — he's  always  lying  on 
his  alma  mater's  lines. 

Penn.   "Punch  Bowl." 


Admiring  Visitor:  "How  do  you 
account  for  your  success  as  a  futur- 
istic artist?" 

Artist:  "I  use  a  model  with  the 
hiccoughs." 

Bucknell  "Belle  Hop." 


Proud  Father:  "I  hear  my  son 
made  a  98-yard  run  in  the  big 
game." 

Coach:  "That's  true,  but  did  he 
tell  you  that  he  didn't  catch  the  man 
ahead  of  him?" 

Wisconsin  "Octopus." 
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NOW  EVERY  MAN 
CAN  SMOKE  A  PIPE 


Drmkless 

KAYWOODIE 

mellows  your  smoke., 
no  other  pipe  does  it 

Completely  different  from  any  other  pipe,  past  or  present.  New, 
exclusive  alloy  now  cools  your  smoke,  removes  harsh  "bite."And 
amplifies  the  true  tobacco  flavor.  This  great  discovery  does  to 
your  pipe-smoke  what  the  modern  refrigerator  does  to  your 
food.  Years  of  work  in  our  own  laboratory  and  tests  by  a  great 
University  made  it  pos- 


sible. Beware  of  imita- 
tions, all  genuine  pipes 
stamped  "Drinkless." 
Smooth  #3.50,  Thorn  #4. 

(Above,  No.  54,  with  the 
new  Ambera  mouthpiece 
and  Synchro-Stem.) 


Here's  how  it  cools  your  smoke 

i 


It:— 


III  MODI  i\  Kir  hii. 1  RATOI  S  1 
In  ihc  new  drinkiis1-  KAYWO 
vniidcnsjtion -am!  COO  Is  smnkt 


- 
ion  .  luscs  cooling 
sccrei  alio)  causes 


And  for  cigarette  smokers :  New  Tobacco  Ycllo  holder 
D1931,  Kaufmann  Bros.  A  Bondy,  Inc.,  Empire  State  Building,  New  York  City 
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NERO,  original  old  ma 
estro   of   the   violin   and 
Emperor    of    Rome, 
sketched  in  action  dur- 
ing a  red-hot  party  he 
gave    recently.      You 
can  almost  hear  the 
haunting    refrain    of 
"There'll  Be  a  Hot 
Time    in    the    Old 
Town    Tonight' 
from    the    Rex's 
fiddle  as  he  plays 
his  theme  song. 


a 


when  asked  about  the  printing  of  in- 
vitations to  his  little  affair,  Nero  said, 

I  may  fiddle  around  a  lot,  but 
I  don't  fiddle  around  when 
I  want  Good  Printing  .  .  ." 

"I'm  like  so  many  other  discriminat- 
ing buyers  of  printing  who  demand 
quality  work,  and  know  they  can 
get  it  at  Lloyd  Hollister  Inc.  I've 
found  them  to  be  printers  capable 
of  doing  work  fit  for  a  king.  They 
reflect  all  the  true  ideals  of  printing 
craftsmanship.  Their  plant  is  mod- 
ern .  .  .  well  equipped.  The  per- 
sonnel is  made  up  of  experts  in  their 
various  w,ork.  They  are  conscien- 
tious about  the  kind  of  work  they 
do,  no  matter  how  big  the  job.  Per- 
sonally I've  found  they  gave  me  the 
same  unvarying  quality  in  a  small 
lot  of  invitations  to  a  private  hang- 
ing, that  they  do  to  my  elaborate 
and  many  invitations  to  our  func- 
tions at  the  arena.  It  burns  me  up 
that  people  are  content  with  inferior 
printed  matter  when  a  firm  like 
Lloyd  Hpllister,  right  on  the  North 
Shore,   is   anxious   to    serve   them." 

Is  Nero's  Testimonial  Paid  For? 
It's  a  burning  shame  and 
makes  us  hot  under  the  col- 
lar to  be  accused  of  paying 
for  testimonials  such  as  this. 
No,  we  did  not  pay  for  this 
testimonial !  We  got  it  di- 
rectly from  Nero,  himself,  by 
long   distance    Ouija   Board. 

HOLLISTER  Inc. 


LLOYD 


1232  CENTRAL  AVE. 


WILMETTE 


Jack  and  Jill  went  up  a  hill 
Upon  a  moonlight  ride; 

When  Jack  came  back. 

One  eye  was  black; 
His  pal,  you  see,  had  lied. 

"Skipper." 


"Oh,  please  help  me  to  find  my 
husband.  I've  lost  him  in  the 
ciowd." 

"How  will  I  know  him?" 
"He  has  a  mermaid  tattooed  on 
his  stomach." 

Texas  "Ranger." 


Player  (after  fifteen  yard  penal- 
ty)— Say,  what  was  I  penalized 
for? 

Referee — Flagrant  use  of  the 
hands. 

Player — Say,  how  kin  youse 
smell  'em  from  way  over  there? 

Wisconsin  "Octopus." 


DEFINITION 
Love  is  like  hash — you  have  to 
have  plenty  of  confidence   in  it  to 
enjoy  it. 

Alabama  "Rammer-Jammer." 


She:  "Oh,  Carl,  there  was  once 
a  time  when  you  used  to  lovingly 
stroke  my  chin.  You  don't  do  it 
any  more." 

He:  "Yes,  but  that  was  when 
you  had  only  one." 

Boston  "Beanpot." 


Rosie:  "Aren't  you  getting 
Johnnie  and  Bill  confused?" 

Mary:  "Yes,  I  get  Johnnie  con- 
fused one  night  and  Bill  the  next." 
Anapolis  "Log." 


Bloo:      "What's     your      girl's 


name: 
Blue 


"Autumn." 
Bloo:    "How's   that?" 
Blue:    "She   falls   for  anybody." 
Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


Drag:  I'm  all  run  down." 
Middie:    "Guess  you'll   wind  up 
in  my  arms." 

Anapolis  "Log  ' 

m     I    ■ 

WARNING 
My  heart  is  broke. 

He  done  me  dirt; 
I  never  knew 

He  was  a  flirt. 


THIRTY 
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Caller:  "I  wonder  if  I  can't  see 
your  mother,  little  boy.  Is  she  en- 
gaged?" 

Willie:  "Engaged,  hell!  She's 
married." 

Grinnell  "Malteaser." 


"I  kissed  Betty  on  the  forhead 
last  night." 

"What  did  she  say?" 
"She  called  me  down." 

"Ollapod." 

"Ah  ha,  now  I  have  you  in  my 
grip,"  cried  the  crafty  villain  as  he 
placed  his  sweetheart's  picture  in  his 
satchel. 

"The  Wet  Hen." 


"What  kind  of  politics  does  Jane 
play?" 

"Can't  say,  she's  a  liberalist  in 
her  views  but  conservative  in  her  ac- 
tions." 

Missouri  "Shoivme." 


OH  YEAH? 
Senior  Line:  "Oh,  your  eyes  .  .  . 
the  light  shining  in  them  .  .  ." 

Slimness:  "Yeah  .  .  .  that's  a  stop 
light!" 

Rice  "Owl." 


Maid:    "I  can  give  a  better  kiss 
than  you." 

Mistress      (Surprised)  :     "What! 
Has  my  husband  been — " 

Maid:  "No  ma'm,  your  chauffeur 
told  me  so." 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


Customer:  I'd  like  some  rat  poi- 
son." 

Clerk:    "Will    you   take   it   with 
you?" 

Customer:  "No,  I'll  send  the  rats 
over  after  it." 

Grinnell  "Malteaser." 


He  (bitterly  bewailing  his  vicissi- 
tudes) :   "There  ain't  no  justice!" 

She  (sweetly  regaling  her  lassi- 
tude) :  "But  we  don't  need  one, 
dear." 

Dartmouth  " Jack- o -Lantern." 


Plumber:   "I've  come  to  fix  that 
old  tub  in  the  kitchen." 

Young  Son:    "Mama,   here's   the 
doctor  to  see  the  cook." 

"Yowl." 


Gee,  dear,  with  a  moon  like  that 
there  are  only  two  things  to  do — 
and  I  don't  feel  like  writing  any 
poetry!" 

Notre  Dame  "Juggler." 


ffiu*  tt  Umiafi 


NO  BYLAWS,  NO  DUES 

Mystery,  brotherhood  and  a  stein 
of  ale!  Rho  Dammit  Rho  leads  all 
Greeks  with  two  hundred  chapters 
flung  from  coast  to  coast  and  back 
again.  By  January,  1932,  we  pre- 
dict a  chapter  for  every  dormitory, 
fraternity  and  boarding  house  in 
the  United  States  and  Canada.  And 
if  all  goes  well,  there  will  be  a 
national  convention  of  old  Rho 
Dam  in  the  National  Headquarters 
Pent-House  atop  the  COLLEGE 
HUMOR  building,  Chicago,  next 
summer.  All  you  need  is  a  nose  for 
beer! 

And  the  January  issue  of  COL- 
LEGE HUMOR  is  bursting  with 
new  features: 

Columbus  Comes  Across 
Students  See  Red 
O.  O.  Mclntyre 
Here  Lies  Love 
Doctor  Seuss 
Ad  Finitum 
Ad  Finitum 
Rah! 


Collese  Humor 

1050  N.  LaSalle  St.,  Chicago 


TH  I  RTY-ON  E 


P  U  R  P  L  b 


PARROT 


^'iniiiiiiMiiiiniiiiiniiiiniiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiilliiiiliiiiliiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiiiiinuiiniiiniiiiiiiiiii'J 


PRESTO! 


WE'VE  SOLVED 
YOUR  GIFT  PROBLEM 


Friends  and  relatives  in  other  schools, 
your  brother  or  sister  in  high  school, 
your  roommate  who  couldn't  afford 
to  subscribe  .  .  .  they'll  be  mighty 
pleased  if  you  give  them  a  subscrip- 
tion to  the  "PARROT"  for  Christmas. 


$1.00 


brings  them  the  five  remaining  issues 
and  a  card  from  us  on  Christmas 
day!  Just  send  the  coupon  below 
with  your  remittance. 

NORTHWESTERN 
PURPLE    PARROT 


PURPLE  PARROT 
I0I    University   Hall 
Evanston,   Illinois 

Send  the   remaining  -five   issues  to  the  following   addresses. 
Enclosed    is   $1.00   for   each. 


NAME. 


.STATE. 


ADDRESS 

CITY 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE. 

MY    NAME   IS 


FiiiiiinmmiiiiiiiMii 


"I  hear  you  and  the  leading  lady 
are  on  the  outs." 

Electrician:  "Yeah,  it  was  one  of 
those  quick  change  scenes  with  the 
stage  all  dark.  She  asked  for  her 
tights  and  I  thought  she  said 
lights." 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


Never  ask  if  a  girl  necks:   get  it 
from  her  own  lips. 

Leghigh  "Buvr." 

<»  ■  ■ 

"Where  are  you  going  my  pretty 
maid?" 

"There     are     numerous    theories 
sir,"  she  said. 

Notre  Dame  "Juggler." 


A  girlie  whose  name  doesn't  matter. 
Found  that  she  got  fatter  and  fatter. 
But  she  dieted  so  well 
That  she  now  looks  like  hell. 
And  there    isn't    a    place    you    can 
patter. 

"Yellow  Crab." 


Annie:  "Come  in  and  see  our 
baby." 

Teacher:  "Thank  you,  but  I 
will  wait  until  your  mother  is  bet- 
ter." 

Annie:  "You  needn't  be  afraid. 
It's  not  catching,  teacher." 

Carnegie  Tech  "Puppet." 


First  Co-ed:  "He  may  not  be 
good  looking,  but  he  certainly  has 
money  to  burn." 

Jealous  Co-ed:  "Well.  I  never 
suffered  from  that  heat  when  I  was 
cut  with  him." 

"Green   Gander." 


There  was  Minnie  who  was  mar- 
ried so  often  that  when  her  tenth 
husband  reached  over  to  slip  the 
ring  on.  he  found  her  fingers 
crossed. 

Vanderbilt   "Masquerader." 


"Were  you  ever  a  soldier?" 
"No." 
"Then     put     down     your 

"W'esf  Point  Pointer." 


She 

He: 
She: 
aims." 

Boss:    "Late  again!" 

Clerk:  "Well,  my  wife  presented 
me  with  a  baby  last  night." 

Boss:  "She  would  have  done  a 
lot  better  with  an  alarm  clock." 

Clerk:  "Come  to  think  of  it,  that 

would  have  been  an  achievement." 

New  York  "Medley." 


THIRTY-TWO 


Reproduced  from  a  set  of  our  deluxe  Color  Plates  which  have  a  national  reputation  for 
excellence.     The  craftsmen  who  etched  these  plates  also  engraved  the  Purple  Parrot. 

Jahn  &  Ollier  Engraving  Co.,  817  W.  Washington  Blvd. 


"I  have  to  be 

M\n\(s\  tO 
IfQ^7  'G,[rQD,@(alt// 


"I've  tried  several 
brands  of  cigarettes  but  I 
prefer  Luckies.  I  smoke  them 
regularly  as  I  have  to  be  kind 
to  my  throat.  I  learned  this  from 
my  previous  stage  experience. 
Your  improved  Cellophane 
wrapper  is  splendid.  A  flip 
of  the  tab  and  it's  open/' 


\Tcui  tSiou. 


l£Uf 


Cc? 


*• 


When  Kay  Francis  left  the  stage 
and  enlisted  in  the  Hollywood  army, 
pictures  got  a  great  recruit!  The  tall 
brunette  beauty  was  a  great  success 
on  her  film  debut,  and  she's  charged 
along  to  even  bigger  things.  She  is 
one  of  Warner  Bros.'  brightest  stars. 


It's  toasted" 


MOISTURE- 
PROOF 
CELLOPHANE 

Sealed  Tight 
Ever  Right 

THE    UNIQUE 

HUMIDOR 

PACKAGE 


and  it's  open! 


Your  Throat  Protection  — a goinst  irritation  — against  cough 

And  Moisture-Proof  Cellophane  Keeps 
that    "Toasted"  Flavor  Ever  Fresh 


Copr..  1931, 
The  American 
Tobacco  Co. 


•  Is  Miss  Francis1 
Statement  Paid  For? 

You  may  be  interested  in 
knowing  that  not  one  cent 
was  paid  to  Miss  Francis 
to  make  the  above  state- 
ment. Miss  Francis  has 
been  a  smoker  of  LUCKY 
STRIKE  cigarettes  for  5 
years.  We  hope  the  pub- 
licity herewith  given  will  | 
be  as  beneficial  to  her 
and  to  Warner  Bros.,  her 
producers,  as  her  endorse- 
ment of  LUCKIES  is  to  you 
and  to  us. 


